LOVERS VOWS, 
; OR, THE 


CHILD OF LOVE. 


> PLAY, 


* 


* — 


IN FIVE ACTS. 


TRANSLATED FROM T THE GERMAN OF 


AUGUS TUS| FON KO TZEBUE: > 4 


WITH A 


BRIEF BIOGRAPHY OF THE AUTHOR, 4 


s : . * * 
— 


By STEPHEN PORTER, 
of the Middle Temple, & of T; rinity College, Cambridge. 


London: 


PRINTED FOR J. PARSONS, PATERNOSTER-ROW, 
AND SOLD BY. 


J. HATCHARD, PICCADILLY; R. H. WESTLE V, STRAND, 


AND MAY ALSO BE HAD OF ALL- BOOKSELLERS, 


| 1798. 


— 1 


8 


e 


ee eee eg 


Wen 


rr — * 


N 


1 


PREFACE: 


NNorRHER tranſlation of the following Play, 
having appeared already, and a very invidious adyere 
tiſement having been publiſhed, either by Mrs. Inch- 
bald, or the proprietors of Covent Garden Theatre, 
which I know to be aimed at me, I am compelled to 
ſtate the facts which led me on to publication. Near 
four months ago, a German gentleman put the Play 
into my {hands, which I fadmired very much, and 
immediately determined to tranſlate, for the purpoſe 
of preſenting to one of the theatres, At that time, I 
tranſlated very little of it; and a variety of more ſe- 
rious ayocations prevented my making any farther 
_ progreſs till about a month ago, when I proceeded 


: 3 with it, and had it finiſhed ready to offer to the pro- 
prietors of Drury-lane, on the very day in which, ta 
7 my great ſurpriſe, I was informed it had been repre- 
I ſented at Covent Garden, on the evening previous, 
© + beſe are facts well known to ſeveral of my friends; 
VF admitting them, I cannot think but I have the 
i ſame right to publiſh the Play, as Mrs. Inchbald, or 


any one elſe : nay, it is very probable, I was engaged 
on it before ſhe was. 


What neceſſity there was for the advertiſement, L 


\ x have mentioned above, I am at a loſs to imagine. 
RY Surely my conduct does not look like an attempt at 
i th Impoſition. 


n F PREFACE. 


1 


Impoſition; nor can ſuppoſe Mrs. Thchbald fears 


compariſon between her alteration and the original; 
though I am ready to own, I am decidedly of opinion, 


that the original has not, nor can be, amended. 


With all deference to her ſex, and the higheſt eſ- 


teem for her talents, can Mrs. Inchbald think no per- 
ſon able to tranflate or alter a play for the Engliſh 


ſtage, but herſelf ? Or will the public helieve that a 


genuine copy of the preſent Play, could only be pro- 


_ cured through the agent of Kotzebue, in this coun- 
try, when it is well known, that various editions of 
it have been publiſhed 1 in all the On Cities in 


_ Germany? 

With reſpe& to the c it wil be found to 
contain the ſenſe of the author, without either addi- 
tion or omiſſion. Indeed, my aim has been, not to 


mutilate or alter a ſingle ſpeech or ſentence in it, be - 
ing ſenſible that every attempt at one, would rob it 
of a beauty, and every attempt at the other, add a de- 


fect. I hope J ſhall be found to have given the literal 
meaning, and I truſt fomewhat of the ſpirit of the ori- 


Sinal, as far as the temper and genius of the two 
| languages would admit me ſo to do. I have endea- 


voured to dreſs Kotzebue in an Engliſh dreſs ; and 


the public will now be able to judge whether he is 
more beautiful in the garb I have decked him in, or 


the diſguiſe in which he has been reprefented - at 


| Covent Garden Theatre. 


October 16, 1798. 
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BRIEF BIOGRAPHY +» 


O F 


K OTZ EBUE. 


Tur genius of the German dramatic writers has 
long been in high eſteem with the literati of this 
country; but it is only of late years that their pro- 


ductions have become generally known, through the 
medium of tranſlations. The works of Schiller, 


Leſling, IMand, and others, are now familiar to moſt 


Engliſh readers, and ſeveral of their dramas have 


been produced on our Theatres, with various ſucceſs, 


both in a tranſlated and an altered tate. The 


« Emilia Gallotti” of Leſſing, was tranſlated and 
brought forward at Drury Lane Theatre, a few years 


ſince; but though it had all the advantages that the 


fineſt acting and the moſt elaborate ſcenery and deco- 


_ rations could give it, after a few nights it was withe 


drawn. This might, in part, be owing to its not poſ- 


ſeſſing that ingenuity and contrivance in the Fable, | 
Which” has ever been the firſt requiſite to render a 


A 2 Play 
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iv BRIEF BIOGRAPHY OF KOTZEBUE. 


Play popular with an Engliſh audience. The tranſla- 
tion of Schiller's Tragedy of the“ Robbers,” was ſo 


univerſally read, and ſo much admired, that, we be- 
lieve, it was once in the contemplation of the Manager 
of Covent Garden to try the effect of it on the ſtage; 
but the genius of the Bohemian, like his native moun- 
tains and woods, was thought too rugged and terrible 
for the refinement of a Britiſh Theatre. The « Mi- 
fanthropy and Repentance” of Kotzbue, brought 
forward i in an altered ſtate at Drury Lane laſt ſeaſon, 


under the title of the « Stranger,” met with much 


better ſucceſs, being received with almoſt univerſal 


approbation ; ; and the very favourable reception 
which his 6 Child of Love” has experienced, even 
in its garbled and mutilated ſtate, affords an une- 


quivocal proof that his talents are better calculated, 


than thoſe of any of his countrymen, for the meridian 
of England, This is certainly owing to his uniting 
wich the greateſt knowledge of the human paſſions, 
a very great ſuperiority in the conſtruction of his 
Fable. A brief relation of the leading events of 
his life muſt, therefore, be acceptable to all his ad- 


mirers. 


3 Kotzebue 


* 


BRIEF BIOGRAPHY OF KOTZEBUE, y 


|  Kotzebue was born at Weimar, in Saxony, a city 


which has long been conſidered as the moſt refined 
in Germany, as far as relates to the manners of its 


inhabitants ; and is at preſent particularly famous for 


a ſeminary of education for young men of rank, 
Which affords the ſtudents the double advantage of 


acquiring the moſt extenſive learning, and of im- 
proving their manners by a conſtant intercourſe with 


the Court of the reigning Duke, at preſent one of 


the moſt poliſhed in Europe.—His predilection for 


the Drama diſplayed itſelf while he was very young; 


for in his youth he not only wrote, but performed in 


ſeveral private theatres, though, we believe, he never 
yet appeared on the public ſtage. He was educated 
under the celebrated profeſſor Muſæus; and early 


betook himſelf to the profeſſion of the Law, which 


he practiſed with conſiderable ſucceſs, filling various 


eminent ſtations, till, at length, he was appointed 


Prefident of the high College of Juſtice, in the Ruſ- 


ſian province of Livonia, where he wrote a great 


number of his dramatic works, as well as his other 


miſcellaneous compoſitions. The cabals of a party 


in Livonia, who envied his ſuperior talents, com- 


pelled him, after ſome years, to reſign his high ſitua- 


tion; 


* 


'vi BRIEF BIOGRAPHY OF KOTZEBUE. 
; fon; when, fortunately for the admirers of genius 


and learning, he reſolved to devote himſelf entirely 
to literary purſuits, and accordingly repaired to the 
Court of Vienna, where he was ſhortly after ap- 
pointed, Director and Dramatiſt of the Impe- 
rial Theatre; a place which he has ever ſince filled 
with pleaſure to himſelf, and the greateſt W | 
to the Emperors he has lived under. 

Such are the leading events in the publie life of 


Kotzebue. With reſpect to his private hiſtory, his 


time has ever been too much occupied on his writ- 


ings for it to be very intereſting; but he has always 
been conſidered a man of the pureſt morals and vir- 
tue. In his youthz he was the favorite pupil of the 
learned Profeſſor before mentioned; and it is now 


well known his reſignation of his office, and leaving 


the Ruſſian dominions, was owing to the malice of 


thoſe who were enemies to the reforms he wiſhed to 
introduce, and his having written a book entitled the 
« Life of Count Benjowſky,“ | which, from cer- 
tain anecdotes it contained, had given great offence 


to the late Empreſs. 


The genius of Kotzebue is now ſo well known in 
this country, that it is almoſt unneceſlary to com- 
| ment 
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ment at all upon it, He has certainly ſtudied the 
human heart, and explored the ſources of the paſſions, 
with great care; and has gone farther in their diſ- 
play than almoſt any other writer : though it muſt 

at the ſame time be acknowledged, that in his anxiety 
to intereſt our feelings to the greateſt degree, he 
ſometimes loſes ſight of that morality which is ſo eſ- 
ſential a part of the Drama. This obſervation may 
be applied with great juſtice to his play of © Miſan- 
| thropy and Repentance,” the moral of which is very 
defective. The preſent play, © the Child of Love,” 
is, perhaps, the moſt perfect of his Dramatic Com- 
poſitions, whether it be conſidered with 4 to 
the Fable, the Action, or the Moral. 

a Kotzebue, beſides ſeveral 88 and a variety 
of miſcellaneous compoſitions, has written about 
thirty Plays; among the moſt popular of which we c 
find Miſanthropy and Repentance, * the Negro 

Slaves,” <5 the nee a 4 and the Play 
now before us. © oy 
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German Nobleman, who has been 

in the Army but is retired from 

the Service. MR. MukxRA VW. 
AuELIA, his Daughter Mrs. H. Jouus ron. 


Barons Eftate, performed under 

the Name of ANHALT, Ma. H. Jouvs ron. . 
Count VonDERMULDE, hers 

formed - under the Name of 

Cour CAsskL, hb Mr. Kurchr. | 
W1iLHELMINA Harten 
performed under the Name of | 
Ad ATHA FRIEOURG, . . . Mis. Jonvson. 
FREDERICK BOETTCHER, hs 

Son, performed under the Name | 

of FxeperICk FrIBOURG, . Mr. Porr. 


the Name of Homnr, MI. PoWEII. 
His Wirz. 7 5 „ 
CHRISTIAN, Butler to the Baron. 2 | 
An INN-KEEPER, 

A FARMER. 

A LABOURER. 

A CouN TR G1RL, 


4 Jew. 


A HunTsMAN. : 
SERVANTS, HoxTsMex, &C, 


SCENE—The 1 and 1 Hlage 77 Wi . 


SCENE I.—A public Road the Entrance to a ſmall 
Village—an Inn, Sc. 


INN-KEEPER, (forcing Wilhelmina out of doors.) 


1 TELL you again, good miſtreſs, you can ſtay no 
longer: — I have no more room for you. There is 
church- maſs to-day in the next village; and the pea- 

ſants, with their wives and children, will call here on 
their return, and fill every corner of my houſe. 

Milhel mina. Can'ſt thou then turn a poor dying 

woman out of doors to periſh ? 
Tun-keeper. Marry, I do not turn you out—I1 
merely compel you to walk out. 
Wilhelmina. Your | inhumanity will break wy 
heart. 
Inn-keeper. Nos. not quite ſo bad as that, 1 hope. 
Wilhelmina. You know 1 have ſpent my laſt far- 


thing 1 in your houſe. 
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3 Inn feeper. 


j 2 LOVERS' VOWS. * 
l Inn-keeper, That is the very reaſon I am tired of 0 
i your company. But what means s have you of get- 9 
il ting more ? % 
Wilhelmina. By the labour of my hands. 1 

Inn- teeper. By the labour of your hands, indeed! 2 

when you have hardly ſtrength to move them. 'S 

Wilhelmina. I ſhall ſoon recover my ſtrength. F 

Tnn-keeper. When you do, come again, and you 1 

ſhall be welcome. 1 

Milbelmina. But where can 1 dwell till then ? 4 

0 * Inn-keeper. The ſeaſon is in your favour ; and you 3 

can dwell where you pleaſe. | RY 

I/ilhelmina. What, with only theſe poor habilia- E 

| ments to cover me? Who will change them, when 6 

they are wet with the rain and dews of heaven :? ® 


. Inn. keeper. He who clothes the lilies of the field. 
| IVilkelmina. Or who will adminiſter a morſel of 
bread to me, when I am hungry ? 


 JInn-keeper, He who gives food to the birds of the 
ſky. 
'Y Wilhelmina. Mercileſs man you know I have 
Y not taſted food ſince yeſterday morning. 

Tnn-keeper, Sick people ſeldom eat much; and if 
5 they do, they are not the better for it. 


1 MWilbelmina. ['ll yet pay you honeſtly for your 
i} bounty. 


E”  Jnn-heeper. Aye, marry, how ? The times are 
| bad. 


= Millelmina. And fo are my circumſtances. 
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LOVERS VOWS. 3 


Inn- teeper. Well, a truce with this, miſtreſs. II 


tell you what; you are here on the high road—it is 


always much frequented ;—aſk for charity: irs 
beg! 

WWilhelmina. Ak for charity |—beg No: ra- 
ther let me ſtarve. 

 Inn-keeper. This it is now to be a 3 
Many an honeſt mother's child has gone a beg- 


ging, and thought nothing of it. Try it, try it: — 


Cuſtom is every thing. 


Wilhelmina. (Sits down on a None at the 8 of a 
free.) 


Inn-keeper. Here now, for inſtance, comes a man. 


I'll ſhow you the way. 
Enter a LABOURER, (with his bag of tools on his 
_ back, ) 


Tnn-keeper. Good morning, maſter Nicholas. 
Labourer, The ſame to you, maſter landlord. 


ſan-keeper. Will you be kind enough to beſtow 


your charity on this poor woman? 
| Labourer. (having locked contemptuoufly on Mil- 
helmina, walks on.) Good day to you, Landlord. 


[ Exit Labourer. 
 Tnn-heeper. What, not give her a farthing? To 


be ſure, poor devil, he is but a labourer himſelf. But 


here comes the very man for your purpoſe, our farmer, 
a Charitable being, who puts his farthings in the 
Poor's box every Sunday. Surely the fat fellow will 


afford you one ſup, miſtreſs. 
B 2 
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LOVERS VOWS. 


Enter a FARMER. 


Tnn-keeper. The beſt of all good mornings to you, 
maſter Farmer; here is a poor gentlewoman, who 


_ aſks your charity. 


%, 


Farmer. And is ſhe riot alliiened to do ſo? She i is 


young, 


fever, 


and may work. 
Inn-keeper. She cannot at 'preſent—ſhe i is ill of a 


Farmer. It is hard enough for a man to get his own 
livelihood, now a-days ; and money is ſcarce. 2 

Inn-keeper. Only give her as much as will buy her 
ſome food, to comfort her empty ſtomach. She is 


almoſt ſtarving. 


Farmer. The harveſt has turned out bad ; and the 


diſtemper has carried off the beſt of my cattle. 


[ Exit the Farmer. 


Inn- keeper. A ſtingy, niggardly wretch ! A fellow 
that is hatching his old dollars. But the word hatch- 
ing, puts me in mind of our old hen, that is expected 
to hatch her chickens to-day—I muſt look after 


c chem. \ 


” 


[ Exit the Inn-keeper into the Inn, 


 W1LHELMINA fola. 


(Ina a mean dreſs, her countenance pale from 2 ine 


and grief, but ſtill poſſe N ng the remains of former 
beauty. ) | 


Thou was, O God, it was not ſo, while I had 
one ring left. Receive the humble tribute of my 
_ 
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thanks, O Supreme Being, that thou has yet pre- 
ferved me from deſpair.-Could I but return to my 
wonted labour—but, alas! the fever has ſo ſhaken. 
my frame, ſo robb'd me of my ſtrength O, could 
my Frederick know that his mother was ſtarving :— 
Does my ſon live, or does the grave hide his remains? 
Oh, no, no, Lord of Heaven, no: I live but to ſee 
him once again. Vet thou, O author of all my ſuf- 
ferings [but I'll not curſe thee. May the bleſ- 
ſings of Heaven fall on thee, if hey can fall on the 
ſeducer of innocence.— Oh, could'ſt thou now be- 
hold thy once beloved and blooming Wilhelmina, 
clothed in theſe rags, reduced to this wretchedneſs — 
how would thy heart be wrung with anguiſh ?—Butr, 
alas! I faint with hunger, and have not even bread to - 
eat. Patience]! Surely I ſhall not be left to periſh. 
on the highway. . 


Enter a PEASANT GIRL, (with eggs and milk.) 


Girl. ¶ feeing Wilhelmina) Good morrow to you, 
good mother. 
Wilhelmina. My thanks to you, dear child :—have 
you a morſel of bread, to give a poor hungry wo- 


man? | | 
Girl. (in an accent of pity) A morſel of bread ? 
No: indeed I have no bread. —Are you hungry ? 


Wilhelmina. In good ſooth, very hungry. 
Girl. Oh, how ſorry I am, that I have ate up all 
my 


"= LOVERS vows. 


my breakfaſt ; and, I have not even money to give 
you. However, I am going to the next market= 


town, where I ſhall ſell my eggs and milk ; and, on 
my return, I promiſe you ſome money.—But, in the 
mean time, you will be ſtarved.— Can't you drink 
ſome of my milk? | 

Wilbelmina. O yes, dear child. 

Girl. Come then, do : drink, drink ! (raiſing the 
pail to MWilbelmina's mouth, and making her drink) 
Will you not take more ? Do not be afraid, but 
drink. I give it you with all my heart. | 

Wilhelmina. No more, my good girl: I have 


drank enough to raiſe my declining ſpirits. May | 


Heaven bleſs you for it ! 


Girl. J am glad it has done you good. Farewell, 
miſtreſs— God bleſs you. {nodding good- naturedly) 


Exit the peaſant girl. 


Wi W Such once was I ! fo happy, ſo chear- 15 


ful, ſo ſenſible of all that was good. 


Enter a SPORTSMAN, ( with a gun, and a brace if 


pointers. ) 


Milbelmina. Succeſs to your ſports, Sir. 

Sportſman. (walking on) Damn the old hag ! ſhe, 

forſooth, muſt be the firſt perſon I meet. Now ſhall 
not I get a claw. Go to the devil, you old witch. 

[Exit fporiſman. 

Wi e Untecling wretch ! that would hide 

the 
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the harſbneſs of his heart, under the cloak of ſuperſti- 
tion. But here comes a man of another deſcription, 
a jew. Could I bring myſelf to ſupplicate relief, to 
him would I ftretch out my hand for that charity, of 
which chriſtians have but the name. 


Enter a JEw, who ſtops and looks at Wilhelmina. 


IVilbelmina, Good morning to you, Sir. 

Few. Thanks to you, poor woman you don't 
look well. 155 

Wilhelmina. IJ have been long ill of a fever. 

Few. (putting his hand haſtily into his pocket, and 
drawing out a ſmall purſe, from which he gives Wil- 
helmina money) There! take that, and be ſatisfied, 
I have but little for myſelf, [Exit Few, 
Wilhelmina. (addreſſing him as he goes off, with 
great emotion) A thouſand—thouſand thanks to you ! 
— Was I miſtaken !—Did my heart tell me wrong? 
— This is, indeed, religion and charity; but how 
widely ſeparated the one from the other |! 


Enter FREDERICK, (his knapſack on his ſhoulders, 


walking quick, and ſinging to himſelf.) 
Prederick, (Seeing the Inn) Hem! why not re- 


| freſh myſelf here? Firſt, however, I muſt conſult 
the purſe, (taking out his money.) This, I think, 
will do for breakfaſt, (counting out the money on his 
open hand) and this for dinner: —at night, with 


Heaven's 


. LOVERS' VOWS. 


— « 


Heaven's bleſſing, I ſhall ſee home, and my mother. 


Well then, I am very dry. Hollo, landlord ! But 
ſtop, ¶ ceing Wilhelmina), here is a poor woman who 
looks worn down by ſickneſs and grief. It is true, 
ſhe does not beg; ſtill her appearance calls aloud for 
relief. Muſt we always wait till aſked? Fie Ino: 
however I mutt now put off the breakfaſt to ſave the 


dinner. Well, it comes in the end to the ſame thing; 
— for to relieve the miſeries of our fellow creatures, 


allays both hunger and thirſt. There! (approaching 
Wilhelmina, and giving her the money he bad counted 
out for his breakfaſt). 

Wilhelmina, ( Lioking in Fredericks face and 
ſereaming) My Frederick 

Frederick. (Throwing atvay bis money, Inapſact, 
&c. and falling into Wilhelmina's arms) My mother ! 
( after continuing ſametime ſpeechleſs) Good Heavens, 
mother, to find you thus !—dSpeak, dear parent—-tell 


me what ails you! 


Wilhelmina. (in a faultering voice ) I can not 
ſpeak, dear ſon dear Frederick; my joy my joy 


Frederick. Revive, dear mother! revive! ( placing 
her head on his beſom) How you tremble ! you will 


die in my arms! 
Il ilbelmina, I am ſo weak - ſo faint—T had nothing 


to eat all the day yeſterday. 
Frederick. (riſing haſtily and covering his face with 


both his hands) O God of Heaven! (taking bread 


from his e ) Here is bread, Here too is the 


little 
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. little money I have. (picking up the money he had 


thrown away) My cloaths, my ſword, all I have, 
will I ſell for you. Alas, my poor mother !—Hollo, 
landlord | (knocking at the door of the Inn.) 


Tnn-keeper. (from the winde Hollo! what” s the 


matter now? 
Frederick. A bottle of wine here—this inſtant. 
Tun-heeper. A bottle of wine? 
Frederick. Yes, yes. 
Tnn-keeper. For whom? 
Frederick. For me: —In the Devil's name, make 


hafte. 


 Tun-keeper. Patience, maſter ſoldier! patience !|— 
Can you pay for it? 


Frederick. Here is money. Make baſte, or I'll 


daſh your windows into a thouſand pieces. 
Tnn-keeper. Patience] patience |! young ſoldier. 


(huts the window) 
 Fraderich. (to his mother J Nothing to eat! All 
che day and nothing to eat. —and I had to eat!—I 
feaſted yeſterday on plenty while my mother was 


ſtarving. O God! how are all my ſweets turned 


to bitterneſs ! 
 Wilbelmina. Forget that, my Frederick -I ſee 
you again, and I again am happy and well. I was 
very ill, and deſpaired of ever ſeeing ou more. 


Prederick. Very ill! and your Frederick not with 
you! But VI! never again leave you. See, my mo- 
N | wer, 
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ther, how tall and ſtout I am grown! T'll labour for 
you. 
Enter the INN-KEEPER, with a bottle and glaſs. 
Inn-keeper. Here is the wine wine of the firſt 
growth—a moſt noble liquor. Franconia wine to 
be ſure; but as ſweetly ſouriſh as hock. 


Frederich. Give it me — What coſts the traſh ? 
Inn-feeper. Traſh ! the lovelieſt gift of Heaven, 


traſh ! No, Sir, my wines are not traſh, I have in 
my cellar a moſt coſtly French wine, which you muſt | 


taſte—ſo rich, and ſo oily, that it hangs about the 
glaſs long and long after it is emptied. 
Frederick. Give it me, I fay. (out of patience, and 


attempting to take it). 


Inn feeper. Muſt I ever be preaching ee to 
oo Firſt the money. It is a half-dollar bottle. 

Frederick. Here, here! (giving him all the money 
he has, and then pouring out wine for his mother, 
which ſbe drinks, and cats ſome bread with.) 

Inn-keeper. Here is a kreutzer ſhort of half a dol- 
lar: (counting the money) however a man muſt ſome- 
times be charitable. "There is no great harm in giv- 


ing a trifle to a poor ſick woman; but take care of 


the bottle and glaſs, honeſt ans. There is on the 


glaſs (turning to Freder ich * a moſt beautiful Ger- | 


man rhyme.* Exit the Innkeeper. 
Wilhelmina. 8 thanks, dear ſon ! (giving 


* In Germany it is et to have verſes cut on the drinking 


| glaſſes | 
the 
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the olaſs back to Frederic) Wine from any one gives 
ſtrength; but from a ſon's hand, it gives new lite. | | 
Frederick. Do not talk too much, mother: you 
will weary yourſelf. 
Wilhelmina, Tell me, then, how you have * 
the g five years. 
Frederick. The creature of chance and accident — 
I was well, and not well had plenty one day, the 
next day nothing. In ſhort, I had by turns every 
thing. 
Wilhelmina. It is very long ſince you wrote to 
me. | 
e Conſider, mother, with what difficulty 
a poor ſoldier affords the poſtage. Think only on 
the diſtance. The ſavings of half a year would be 
| ſpent on a ſingle letter. Still a man muſt live. Be- 
| ſides, thought I, my mother is well and I am well; 
and a letter may be deferred awhile : in this manner 
I delayed writing one week after another. Forgive 
my neglect, mother. 
Wilhelmina, When grief! is WY forgiveneſs ſoon 
follows. But have you obtained your diſcharge ? 
Frederick. Not yet: I have only got leave of ab- 
ſence, for a couple of months, for a certain purpoſe. 
However, as my mother needs me, PII ſtay with 
her. 
Wilhelmina. By no means, my fon. Your viſit 
will foon give me health and ſtrength ; and once re- 
ſtored to them, and enabled to work, I hall be anxi- 
C2 | | ous 
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ous for your return, leſt your ſtay ſhould hinder your 
promotion. But leave of abſence you tell me you 


have for a certain purpoſe—May a mother know that 
purpoſe ? 
Frederick. Did I ever conceal a thought from you! ? 


No! nor will I now. When 1 departed, five years 
ago, for the army, you furniſhed me liberally with 


every thing : one thing only was wanting, which 


you, perhaps, thought of little conſequence—a cer- 


tificate of the legitimacy of my birth. I was at that 
time a wild thoughtleſs youth, and did not much re- 
gard it; but it has ſince given me great uneaſineſs, 


not to have it. Sometimes quite tired of the idle, 
uſeleſs life of a ſoldier, I intended procuring my . 
charge, and turning a uſeful mechanic; but when I 
went and ſaid to the maſter of a ſnop, Good Sir, 


will you take me as an apprentice,” the firſt queſtion 


always was, Have you a certificate of the legiti- 


macy of your birth? This vexed me, and I re- 


ſolved to continue a ſoldier. There they only afk if 


a man's heart be in the right place; and a certificate 
of birth avails as little as a patent of nobility.— In 


ſpite of my caution, my comrades got a knowledge of 


the fact; and when they wiſhed to make me angry, 


or were in liquor, plagued and tormented me. I was 
then forced to fight them, was put under arreſt, and 
- reprimanded by "my captain. Five weeks ago I had 

another ſuch a quarrel, when he ordered me to his 


quarters. —My Capitan, mother, is a good and humane 
man, 
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man. Boettcher,“ ſays he, « you are always quar- 
relling with your comrades, and deſerve puniſhment 
every hour. I do not approve of your conduct in this 
reſpect; and the leſs fo, as in every other, it merits 
my praiſe. The ſerjeant has informed me the cauſe 
of theſe diſagreements ; and to prevent them in future 
write for the certificate of your birth, or rather, fetch 
it yourſelf. As the time of exerciſing the troops is 
over, I give you leave of abſence for two'months.” — 
Your lov'd form, my dear mother, at that moment 
ſeem'd to ſtand before me :—1 kiſſed his hand, and 
murmur'd my thanks. He put a dollar into my hand, 
and ſaid: Go, my fon, and the bleſſing of heaven 
go with you; only return in due time.” —Theſe cir- 
cumſtances led to my departure, and now you ſee me 
here. 

Wilhelmina. (having liſtened with great attention 
and anxiety) And you are come, my Frederick, for 
this certificate ? 

Frederick. Purpoſely for it. 

Wilhelmina. Almighty powers! (with 3 

Frederick. What is the matter, mother? 

Wilbelmina. Oh, God, God! | (in great agony and 
burſting into tears.) 

Frederick. For heaven s ſake, mother; what ails 
you ? | 

IVilbelmina. You can have no ſuch certificate, 

Frederick. No? Why not? 

Milhelmina. You are a Child of Love. 

x. Frederich 
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Frederick. A Child of Love! and who is my father ? 
WWilbelmina. Do not turn your eyes ſo wildly on 
me: your looks will blaſt me. 
Frederick. (mildly and tenderly) O no, dear mo- 
ther, no! Am I not ſtill your ſon ? But tell me, who 
is my father. 
Milbelmina. When you left home for the army; 
you were too young to be entruſted with the ſecret. 
Now you are arrived at manhood ;—the manhood, 1 
truſt, of courage and virtue. — All .the hopes I once 
fondly formed are now realized —How often have I 
; been told of the bliſs of imparting one's fufferings to 
a feeling mind. The tears that trickle down another's 
| cheek, make Miſery forget its own. Thank heaven, 
the hour is now arrived, when I can taſte that bliſs 
myſelf. My confidential friend is my ſon; let him 


| be my judge too. The ſentence of a ſevere judge 1 

| ſhould tremble at; but from a ſon, may I not hope for 
i - mercy ? 
Ml ; Frederick. Speak, dear mother, ſpeak! | Give vent 
9 to the feelings of your heart. 
4 Wilhelmina. I will tell you all; and yet ſhame 
. checks my tongue Vou cannot look on me. 
1 | Frederick. Do I not know the purity of my mo- = 
9 | tther's heart? Curſed be that thought of mine, that 3 
=_— would dare condemn you for a weakneſs—a crime ß 
4 which you could never be guilty. 8 
Wo Iilbe'mina, The ſteeple you ſee yonder, ſtands inn 
3 the village which gave me birth. In that church 1 i 


was 
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was chriſtened ; there I received my firſt inſtructions 
in the principles of our holy religion. My parents 


were peaſants poor, but honeſt. At the age of 


fourteen years, the lady of the manor, who ſaw me 
by accident, took a fancy to me; and taking me un- 
der her protection, was pleaſed to cultivate my rude 
manners. I learned French and muſic ; and ſhe fur- 
niſhed me with a variety of books which I peruſed 
with attention. The natural powers of my mind 
were thus diſplayed, and, at the ſame time, my vanity, 
Under the maſk of diſcretion, I grew a vain, giddy 
girl.—I was more than ſeventeen, when the ſon of my 
noble benefactreſs, who had been employed on foreign 
{crvice, obtained permiſſion to viſit his mother. I 
had never ſeen him before; and he was a noble, hand- 
ſome, generous youth. He talked to me of love 
and marriage. He was, alas! the firſt that ever did 
homage to my charms, But do not look on me, my 
ſon, if you wiſh me to proceed in my fad tale. 

Frederick. (caſting his eyes downrwards, preffes his | 
mothers hand to his breaſt.) 

Milbelmina. (after a pauſe) Feeble creature that 
I was, I was ſoon robbed of my innocence | He ſtill 
feigned love, promiſed marriage at his mother's 
death, and vowed eternal conſtancy. Thus I forgot 
the piety of my parents, the generoſity of my pa- 
troneſs, and - became pregnant. O ſon! fon ! when 
I turn my eyes to that ſteeple, the good old man, the 
rector, ſtands before me with his venerable ſilver hair. 


How. 
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How feelingly he touched my mind, when, for the firſt 


time, I went to prepare myſelf for the Lord's Supper! 
How did my heart then overflow with virtue and re- 
ligion! In that moment, ſure of victory, I would have 


ventured it even with a ſeducer. But, alas! theſe 
ſtrong impreſſions were ſoon wiped away by the fond 


glances and ſoft words of a heedleſs boy. How it 


could be, I know not. When pregnant, I awoke 


from my deluſive dreams: my ſeducer awoke with 


me, and the moſt horrid apprehenſions diſtracted us. 


I had ſacrificed every thing; he had only to dread the 
anger of his mother, a good, but ſevere, woman. 
How he flattered my hopes, how he intreated me not 


to give him up to her vengeance! how he promiſed, at 


her death, to make ample atonement for every thing ! 


I then gave him my word to keep the ſecret, and to 


_ conceal the* name, as well as the image, of my ſe- 
ducer, in*the inmoſt receſſes of my heart to ſuffer all 
for his ſake: for oh ! L loved him. He parted from 


me with reluQance.—The time of my delivery ap- 
proached.— could no longer hide my condition. — 


Alas! they treated me very cruelly, when [I refuſed 
to name the father of my child. I was turned out of 


doors; and when I ſought an aſylum with my parents, 
even they refuſed me one. My father harſhly re- 
proached me; and, but for my mother, would have 


curſed me. When my mother left me, ſhe threw me a 
dollar, with a ring to it, which ſhe then wore about 
her neck, wept over me, and from that time I never 
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ſaw her more. That dollar I have ſtill; (drawing it 
from her boſom) and I had rather die with hunger than 
part with it. (She Kiſſis the dollar and puts it again 
into her boſom) Without a home, and friendleſs, I 
wandered about a whole night. Once as I approach- 
ed the river's ſide, there where the mill ſtands, wrought 
into a frenzy of deſpair, I refolved to throw myſelf 
under the wheels, and ſo to end my wretched exiſt- 
ence. Juſt then, the good old rector, with his reverend 
looks, appeared before me. I ſtarted, and looking 
round as if he really had been preſent, felt a confi- 
dence in him and his precepts once more rouzed 
within me. The morning came, and [I haſted to his 
houſe. He received me with tenderneſs, and without 
reproaching me, ſaid, “ What is done, is done. Re- 
pentance will atone for, and a return to virtue amend 
every thing. Here, however, in the village you can- 
not ſtay :—it would give grief to yourſelf and offence 
to the community at large. — But“ — putting, at the 
ſame time, into my hands ſome gold, together with a 
letter he had written for me -“ go up to town, my 
daughter, and deliver this letter to a friend of mine, 
an honeſt widow, who will receive you with kindneſs, 


1 and afford you every aſſiſtance in her power. She | 

BH will alſo point out to you the means of obtaining a live- | 12 

I hood with comfort. With theſ: words, he lad his 

WM hand upon my forehead, and bleſſed me;_nay more, he 1 
= promiſed to get my father reconciled to me. At that | 


moment I felt, as it were, new born,—On my way 
to town, I made my peace with heaven, and vowed 
| 5 ER never 
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never more to ſtray from the paths of virtue; and 1 


have kept my vow. Now, my ſon, you may look on 
me, again. | 
Frederick. (claſps his mather in his arms without 


beating.) 
 Wilbelming. (continues) Thy birth gave me as 


much joy as pain. I wrote twice to your father; 


but, God knows whether he received my letters—1 


never received any anſwer. 

Frederick. Never received wy anſwer ! (in great 
emotion.) 

Wilhelmina, W hy theſe emotions ? why theſe wild 
ſtarts of paſſions? It was in the midſt of a campaign, 
when three hoſtile armies were chafing each other 
through the country, and his regiment was among 
them; how eaſily in ſuch confuſion might a letter be 
loſt! He cannat have received them; for he was 


not ſo baſe, but he would have anſwered them. 


From that time I would not trouble him more.— 
Call it pride or what you will. I thought if he had 
not abandoned me, he would return in ſearch of me, 


and the good rector knew where to find me. But, 
alas! he did not return; and after a few years, I 
heard (/ighing deeply) he was married. So periſhed 


all my hopes. - Obſcured in humble and lonely lodg- 


ings, I procured what our neceſſities called for, by 
the labour of my hands, and teaching what I had 
learnt in the houſe of the noble lady, my patroneſs, 
You, my dear Frederick, was then my only joy. In 
[ng you I ſpent all I could fave, and even de- 
prived i 
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prived myſelf of the little comforts of life. But the 
care of the mother has been rewarded by the duty of 
the ſon. You grew an amiable, good boy. My 


apprehenſions, however, were conſtantly alarmed by 


your haſty, boyiſh temper, your love of a military 
life, and your eagerneſs to throw yourſelf on the 
wide world. At length I thought The will of Hea- 


ven be done :—if it be his deſtiny, my utmoſt endea- 


vours will not prevent it. So I parted with you, 
five years ago, giving you as much money and appa- 
rel as I could afford, perhaps more: for when in 


health we ſeldom reflect that we are liable to ſickneſs. 


Had I continued to enjoy good health, I ſhould have 


earned more than J wanted; and ſent you each 


year my little ſavings as a Chriſtmas preſent. But 
I long ſince fell into a decline—my daily earnings 


ceaſed, and the ſmall ſum I had laid by was barely 


ſufficient to procure me neceſſaries. Unable at laſt 
to find money to pay the rent of my lodgings, I was 
forced to leave them; and now wander about the 
country with only this ſtaff, this bag, and theſe rags, 


and ſeek for charity on the public roads. 


Frederic. How would the ſmalleſt preſage of your 


ſufferings have embittered all the enjoyments of your 
Frederick! But, thank Heaven! you are ſtill alive, 
and I am with you, and will ſtay with you for ever! 
I'll write to my Captain—he may call my abſence. 


deſertion—1 care not -I w:!! continue with my mo- 
ther. Oh, how I regret that 1 have not learned a 


mechanical trade! However, my arms are robuſt 
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enough to handle the plough and the threſhing-flail.— 
I will hire myſ:If to a farme:—will labour by day— 
copy for attornies by night—for I write a good hand, 
Which I owe to you, mother. O it will proſper :—with 
God's bleſſing it muſt proſper ; and God's blefling 
ever falls on filial affeftion, 

Wilhelmina. (embracing Frederick with great ten- 
derneſs) Let now a queen offer me her ſon for 
mine | 

Frederick. One thing you have * to tel me, 
mother - hat is the name of my father ? 

Wilhelmina, Baron Wildenhain. 

Frederick. What, he who is lord of this manor? 

IVilhelmina. The ſame. His mother uſed to reſide 


here; but ſhe is dead; and he, having married the 


heireſs of a wealthy family in Franconia, has, for his 


wife's ſake, as I am informed, forſaken his eſtates 


here, and the Reward now manages the affairs of the 
caſtle as he pleaſes. | 

Frederick, I will go and viſit my father—will 
boldly force my way into his preſence—will carry 


you to him on my back. How far is it to his caſtle 


in Franconia? It cannot be more than twenty or 
thirty miles. Has he gone no farther from the ſcene 
of his guilt, and yet left conſcience behind ? Has it 


crept after him theſe twenty years, and not yet over- 
taken him? Fie! fie]! Why muſt I have a father, 
whoſe crimes will not let me eſteem him? Why was 


not my heart ſatisfied with a mother, whoſe virtues | 


inſpired me with love ? Why did J aik to know a 


tath er, 
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father, whoſe vices inſpire me with hatred No: I 
will not viſit him—let him ſtay where he is—let him 
banquet on his guilt to his laſt hour—but let him 


tremble at the dreadful day of account. We can da 


without oe ſhall.--But what is ſo ſuddenly the 
matter with _ ? Your eyes grow dim—W hat alls 
you, mother 

Vi RG (in a 1 voice and near fainting) 
Nothing, nothing: my joy, and talking too much 
--would I could rep oſe myſelf awhile, 

Frederick. Good God, I had forgot we were in 
the public road. Hollo, landlord. (knocking at the 
door of the inn. 

Inn-keeper. ( from the window ) Hollo, what is the 
matter now ? 


Prederich. Let me have a good bed for this woman 
immediately. 


ſnn-keeper. (ſurlily) A good bed for this woman, | 


indeed ! Ha, ha, ha ! She lay laſt night in my ſtable, 


and bewitched all my cattle. ¶ Hutting the window) 
Frederick, Damned villain! (enraged and taking 


up aflone, which, looking at his mother, he drips) Oh, 


my poor mother] (he knocks in great d. e at other 
doors) 


Enter a PEASANT from one of the cottages. 


Peaſant, Good morrow, Sir: what would you 
here? | 
Frederick, Look on this poor woman, my fe end— 
ſhe is my mother, and, I am fearful, will periſh under 
| the 
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the open ſky. Allow her, for pity's ſake, a corner of 
your houſe, to repoſe herſelf in. The God of mer- 
cies will reward you for it. 

Peaſant. Very well: I underſtand you. Betty 
(calling into the houſe) beat up the bed, and lay the 
boy, meanwhile, on the bench before the oven. 
Don't talk ſo much of God's rewarding, Sir: (to 
Frederick) were God to reward every trifle, he would 
have enough to do. Come, lay hold of the poor WO- 
man, that we may carry her as gently as poſſible into 
the houſe—there ſhe ſhall have the beſt bed I have; 
beyond that, little is to be expected from a poor man, 
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SCENE I.—The Inſide of the Peaſant's Cottage. 


IV.dbelmina ſeated upon a worden chair, and reclining 
her head on the beſom of Frederick, 


FREDERICK (to the Peaſant and his Wife, who run 
buſily about, at a lifs what to do.) 


Anp have you nothing, good people, to give her 
to comfort her? 
Wife. Pray, run, huſband, and fetch a bottle of 
wine from our neighbour, the Inn-keeper. 
Frederick. No: his wine is as ſour as his heart is 
hard She has drank of it already, and I am fearful it 
has turned to poiſon. 


Peaſant. The black hen has cackled, wife, look 


after her. Perhaps a warm, new-laid egg, would de 


the poor woman good. 

Wife. Or a handful of ripe currants. | 
Peaſant. Or, better than all—a raſher of bacon. 
Wife. There is half a pint of brandy in the dairy. 
Frederick. (in great concern) May Heaven reward 
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your charity ! Have you heard them, dear mother ? 
(to Wilhelmina) 

Wilhelmina. (nods aſſent) 

Fre/erick, Do you wiſh for any thing? 


Wilhelmina. (makes figns of denial. ) 
| Frederick, Alas! ſhe wiſhes nothing. Have you 
no doctor in your village? (to the Peaſant) | 
| Peaſant. There is a horſe- doctor lives at the lower 
4 end of it—I never heard of any other. 
| Frederick. Gracious God ! what can I do? She 
li will die in my arms. Father of mercies, take pity on : 
ll us. Pray, good people, pray! I—cannot pray. : 
jj Wilhelmina. (in a very faint voice) Peace, my 5 
li = Frederick ! I am better but ſill weak, very weak— 2 
_ A glaſs of good generous wine— | Z 
i i Frederic Ves, dear mother, yes, this moment — 1 
| if i but, good Heavens, how ? I' have no money-—not | 1 
Ml one farthing. | 
_ Wife. T wiſh, huſband, you had not paid your rent T 
. yeſterday. ER 1 
Peaſant. Aye, we could then aſſt them. But 
what can be done now? Believe me, I have not a far- 
thing of money, any more than yourſelf, Sir. (to Fre- 
dericꝶ) ; | 


Frederick, Then will I go, and 4 for charity; 1 

and, if they refuſe me charity rob. Dear people, YZ 

take care of my mother —Aſſiſt her as well as you Oe 
Ccan—] I ſoon be here again. 

[Exit Frederick i in great precipitation: == 

e. 3 I 
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Peaſant. If he meets with our rector, and aſks 


charity from him, he will relieve all his wants. 


Wilhelmina, Is your old rector {till alive! 
Wi ife, O no: — the good man died ſometime 
ſince, full of years, and tired of * reſt his 


ſoul ! 


Peaſant. He went off like the light of a lamp. 
 Hife. (wiping her eyes) We all wept for him. 
Peaſant. (wiping his eyes) Yes : he was our father. 
Wilhelmina. (with ſome emction) Our FATHER ? 
Fife, We ſhall, indeed, never more ſee his fellow. 
Peaſant. Well, well, give every one his due—we 
ſhould deſpiſe no one. The preſent T_T is a very 
worthy, amiable man. 
Wif. True, huſband, but he is ſo very young. 
Peaſant. Lo be ſure, every thing does not become 
him quite ſo well, nor does he inſpire ſo much con- 
fidence; but our late parſon was young once. 
Wife. (to Wilhelmina) The preſent re gor was 
tutor to the Baroa's only daughter; and my lord was 
ſo well ſatisfied with his conduct, that he gave him 


this living. 


Peaſaut. Which he has well deſerved: "fo the 
young lady is, God bleſs her! a molt lovel,, bene- 


volent creature. 


Mise. So condeſcending! When ſhe goes to 


church, ſhe nods this way, and that way, and notices 


all the women in the village. 
Peaſant. And when ſhe gets to her pew, me opens 


her fan, and prays ſo devoutly. 


E 


i. 6. 
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Wi 6. And during the ſermon does not turn her 
eyes from the parſon one moment. 

Wilhelmina. (anxiouſly) Of what young ay are 


you ſpeaking ? 
Peaſant. Of the * of the lord of this 


manor. 

Wilpelmina. Is ſhe now here ? 

Peaſant. Yes: Did not you know it? Next Fri- 
day will be five weeks ſince the whole family came to 
reſide at the caſtle. 


Wilhelmina. What, the family of BaronWildenhain ? | 


Peaſant, Aye; and himſelf too. 
"Wilhelmina. And his lady ? 


Peaſant. No: ſhe is dead. They have lately lived 


ſome hundred miles from hence, in France. As long 
as her ladyſhip lived, we never ſaw his lordſhip here, 
which, at times, we took much amiſs, (faniliarly * 


They ſay ſhe was a very proud, arrogant woman, and 


had many ftrange fancies ; but as ſhe is dead, let us 
ſay the beſt we can of her. His lordſhip, on the con- 


trary, has ever been a benevolent, good man; and as 
ſoon as ſhe had cloſed her eyes, ordered his whole re- 
tinue to prepare for Wildenhain, which to be ſure is 


his native place. Here he was reared, and here, when 
A boy, he uſed to play with us, in the meadow; many 
a Sunday, when he was young, has he danced with 


my wife round the lime tree. Don t you recolleCt 
*h Betty? 


Mife. Is it poſſible I can forget it? The young 
- ford was dreſſed in ſcarlet, and had beautiful fparkling 


ſtone buckles in his ſhoes. £ Peaſant, 
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Peaſant. After that, when he went into the army, he 
grew a little wanton. Young folks, however, will, 


ſomehow or other, always have their vagaries. The 
ſoil was never bad; but the beſt ſoil will ſometimes | 


produce tares. 8 


mige. Ves: but do you remember, huſband, what 


a ſad piece of buſineſs he made of it with Boettcher's 
daughter, Mina ? That ſurely was not right. 
Peaſant. Piay, wife, don't talk of that any more : 
you are ever diſhing up the ſame pottage over and over 
again. And, take it all together, it is by no means 
certain that the child ſhould be fathered on him. She 
confeſſed nothing. 
Wife. 1 will lay the beſt gown I have, it could be 
fathered on no one elſe No, huſband, you muſt not 
defend ſuch an impious wicked deed. The poor girl 


no doubt has long ſince died of grief and hunger, God 


knows where; and old Boettcher, her father, would 
have been alive till now, had it not been for his 
daughter's ſhame. 

Wilhelmina (faints away ). 


Peaſant. (who obſerves it firſt) Betty, Betty, for 


God's ſake, ſuppori the poor woman. 
Wife. Good heavens, ſhe is dying. 

Peaſant. Make haſte, let us carry her gently into 
the bed-room ; and will then run for the parſon : ſhe 
will hardly live out the morning. 

Eren the Peaſant and his Wife carrying 
off | Wilhelmina. 
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SCENE .. A Breakfaſt Parlour in the Flouſe of the 


Colonel, Bran Wildenhain. The Tea Table cover- 
ed. A Footman brings in the Tea Urn, and a lighted 
Wax Taper. — Ihe Colonel in his Morning Gown. 


Colonel. Is the ſtranger ſtil] in bed? 


Footman. No, my lord, he has by this time his 
hair dreſſed. 


Colonel. So I might have gueſſed: for the whole 


anti- chamber is perfumed with poudre d la marechal. 
Call my daughter. (Exit Footman) I am afraid my 


old friend, (ling his pip-) the privy counſellor, has 


incumbered me with a coxcomb. Every thing he 
ſays or does, is as flat and inſipid as his countenance, 


No, Il not be in a hurry : I love my Amelia too 


well. We mult get a little better acquainted with 
our gueſt ; nor mult my daughter be made unhappy 
for the ſake of an old friendſhip. The poor girl, in- 
deed, is ſo innocent, ſhe would very readily give her 
conſent ; but hereafter would be ſorry for it, and curſe : 
a father who ought to have known better. It is a 


pity che gi:1 is not a boy: the family of Wildenhain 


will now be extinguiſhed, as this light is. (putting 


' out the wax taper after he had lighted his pipe) My 


excellent eſtates, my large plantations, my wealthy 
tenantry, all muſt go to a ſtranger. A ſad . 


this! ! 
[E nter Antia i in a morning dreſs, 


| Amelia. (approaching and tiffing her father's hand) 
Good Wan, dear father. 
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| Colone.. Good motning, Amelia, Did you ſleep 
well laſt night ? 

Amelia. Yes, 

Colonel. Indeed? Did you ſleep very well? Were 
you not at all reſtleſs ? 
Amelia. No, not for a moment, except that ſome- 
times the gnats were troubleſome. 
Colonel. The gnats? Well, they are of little con- 


* 


ſequence, you may drive them away by the ſmoke of 
Juniper berries. But there is a ſpecies of maggots, 


of which you cannot get rid ſo eaiily. 

Amelia. By means of ſublimate, I ponds it might 
be done. 
- Colonel. (ſmiling ) You are a very happy girl, if 


you have no other maggots than thoſe you can kill 
by ſublimate. 


Amelia. Other maggots ? You mean, perhaps, 


| thoſe which bite here in the head ? No, thank God, LY 
am not troubled with them. ; | 

| Colonel. So much the better for 100. But, indeed, 
how is it poſſible a girl of ſixteen ſhould be troubled 
with them, who has a father that loves her and a lover 


who aſks permiſſion to marry her {—What think you 
of the count Vondermulde? 
Amelia. | think very well of him. | 
Colonel. But you- don't bluſh, when I name him. 
Amelia. (feeling her cheeks) No. 
Colonel. No? Did you not dream of him? 
Amelia. No. e 
Colonsl. Did you not dream at all ? 


Anelia. 
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Amelia. ( recolle&ing verge O yes: I dreamt of 


our parſon. 


Colonel. What, as he ſtood at the altar, marrying | 


you to the Count ? 

Amelia. O no: I dreamt we were ſtill in Franco- 
nia, he ſtill my tutor, and preparing for his; journey 
here. I wept ſo much 

Cohinel. While the father laughed, and the mother 
ſcolded Was it not fo ? It was, indeed, a ludicrous 
ſcene—T remember it well. 


Amelia. When I awoke, my eyes were really moiſt 


with tears. 

Colonel. When you Wen again of Mr. Ehrmann, 
Amelia, dream of him in the act of marrying you to 
the count What think you of that ? 


Amelia. If you command it, father, 1 ſhall endea- 


vour to obey. | 
Colonel. No, zZounds, no, I 4s not conan its 
but I am anxious to know, whether you like the 


| Count or not. You ſaw him at a ball, when we were 


in town laſt winter. 

Amelia. Muſt J be in lere with every man II ſee at 
a ball ? 

Colonel. Amelia, Amelia, do not 5 childiſh. 1 wiſh 


to point out count Vondermulde, becauſe he has been 


particularly attentive to you: he once danced a couple 


of graceful minuets with you, and perfumed your 


handkerchief with eau de mille fleurs ; and God 
| knows how many ſoit tender things he has laid to you 


beſide. 


Ameli a, 


your mother ; for that reaſon, I always had the great- 
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Amelia, Well, God may know eit: for I : am fure I 
do PR 
_ Colonel, No? 


Amelia. But if it be your pleaſure I will endeavour 
to recolleCt. Po 

Colonel. Tt is not worth while to make the attempt: 
—what can only be found out by recollection, lies 
in a corner of the memory, not of the heart — You 


do not then love the Count? 


Amelia. I believe not. 

Colonel. (afide) No more do I. However, I muſt 
tell you how his viſit and my queſtions are connected 
with each other. —His father is a privy-counſellor, a 


man of great power and wealth—in power, and very 


rich, do you underſtand me ?_ 

Amelia. I am all attention, father, to your com- 
mands. But our parſon has often told me, that 
wealth and power were the gifts of fortune, which 15 
ought not to regard. 

Colonel, Well, the parſon. 1 was in the mant but 
when they go hand in hand with perſonal merit, it is 
not the worſe for them. Do you underſtand me 


now? 


Amelia. (very ingenuouſly) Perfectly well. But 


ſtill, with your permiſſion, father, i 1s that the caſe with 
count V ondermulde ? 


Colonel. (at a loſs what to ſay) Why—Why—his 


father has done the ſtate great ſervice—he is my old 


friend, and forwarded my deſigns, when I courted 


eſt 
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eſt regard for him. He now wiſhes very much to ſee 


his ſon married to you, and thinks you might, by de · 


grees, bring yourſelf to love him. 


Amelia. Does he think ſo? | 
Colonel. Ves; but you do not ſeem to * of his 


opinion. 
Amelia. Not quite: but if my father commands 


Clonel. Zounds, I tell you I do not command. 


Marriage without affection, is worſe than the condi- 


tion of a galley-ſlave. Birds of a feather, alone 


flock together The bull -finch is not a mate for the 


nightingale.— If you like to make a match of it, very 
well; if not, it cannot be helped. Your loving the 
young man, my dear Amelia, (tenderly and aſfecti- 


onately) is every thing: if you do not love him, IL. 


ſhall return him proteſted. 
Amelia. 1 do not think, my dear father, I ever can 


love count V ondermulde : I have read fo many no- 
vels, in which the ſymptoms of love are ſo totally dif- 
ferent from what I fecl. Cas 
Colonel. Do not talk to me of novels, the fellows, 
who write them, are generally very bad connoiſſeurs in 
the act of love. There are, however, certain ſymptoms, 
which we learn from experience. Well, I will now 
examine you very ſtrictly; and J entreat you, my 
Amelia, be candid and ſincere. 
Amelia. Have I ever been otherwiſe? _ 
Colonel. Do you like to hear of the Count? 
Amelia. Good things or badꝰ 
Colonel. Good things, of courſe. 
„„ e Anelia. 
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Amelia. I like to hear good things ſaid of 18 
one. 

Culmel, But do you feel any odd bandes, when 
= _. you hear him mentioned? 
= Amelia. ( ſhakes her head) 
E | Colonel. Nor at a loſs what to ſay ? 

Amelia. ( ſhakes her head again) 

_ Colonel, Do you not ſometimes wiſh people would 
talk of him, when you yourſelf have not courage to 
begin the converſation ? 

Amelia. ( ſhakes her head again) 

Colonel. Are you not anxious to defend _ when 
you hear him ſlandered? 

Amelia. I hope I am anxious to defend any one, 

in that caſe, as far as Jam able. Our parſfon— 

Colonel, Forget the parſon awhile, Amelia, —When 
you ſee the Count, what do you feel! 4 

Amelia. Nothing. 

Colonel. Nothing like pain, when he is near you? 
Amelia. Not to my knowledge. (recollefting her- 
felf ) Once indeed 

Colonel. Aye, now it comes. 

Amelia. At a ball he trod on my toes. 

= Colonel. Again, Amelia, I intreat you not to be 
BW childiſh. —Do you not caſt down your eyes, when he 
1 is looking at you ? 

Amelia. No: I never caſt down my 8 at "7 
one. 

Cilmel. Do you not play with your handkerchief, 
when he is talking to you ?. 
F Amelia. 


7 
141 


think him very handſome? 
ſome? or have you neither taſte or feeling for beauty ? 


dermulde. 


laſt night, how did you feel? 


one queſtion more. Have you not curled your hair 
to day with more than uſual care, or put on, without 
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Ae No. 
Colonel. Do you not bluſh, when he tells you ſole 
tales, and talks of marriage ? 
Amelia. Has he ever done that ? I do not remem- 
ber that he has. 
Colonel. Hem ! (after a pauſe) 3 do you ever 
yawn, when he ſpeaks to you? 
Anelia. No, my dear father, that would be rude. 

_ Colonel. But have you not been ready to do fo ? 
Amelia, Moſt certainly. 
Colonel. Well, now I give him up.—Do you not 


— 


Amelia, I really cannot tell. 
. Colonel. Do not you know whit it is to be hand- 


Amelia. T think I have; but when I wiſh'd to look 
on a handſome man, I never look'd on count Von- 


Colonel. That is a bad gn indeed. —0n his arrival 


Amelia. Very angry: for I was juſt gone with 0 
Mr. Ehrmann to the little romantic hill in the park, 
when the footman came to fetch me to the , at 
the moſt unfortunate time 

| Colonel. Unfortunate? Well, I will aſk you u but 


e perhaps, a clean undreſs ? 

Amelia. This I think is ſtill clean, though I wore 
it yeſterday and the ny before. 
Cilonel p 
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Colonel. (afide) J ſee there is nothing to be 1 
ed here. Vou mean, therefore, to tell me, my dear 
child, that the Count is not the man of your heart ! 

Amelia. Not unleſs you command it, Sir. 

Colonel. (angrily) Hear me, Amelia! if you once 
more utter that damn'd word—command—1 ſhall be 
tempted to command it indeed. (in a ſofter tone) 
To fee you happy, is my only wiſh; but happineſs 
cannot be commanded. Marriage, my child, with- 
out a union of minds, is a moſt execrable duet. It is 
for that reaſon the great Creator of harmony and. 
order has laid the ſweeteſt concords in our ſouls. 
Well now, Amelia, I will ſend you to the parſon. 

Amelia. (chearfully) To the parſon? , 

Colonel. Yes; to be inſtructed in the duties of 
wedlock, which is more his province than mine; and 
when you have received his inſtructions, aſk your 
heart whether the Count is the man with whom you 
ſhould like to fulfil thoſe duties if he is, the will of 
Heaven be done. Till then let me hear no more of | 
it. Henry! Henry! (calling a ſervant who enters) 
Go to Mr. Ehrmann, and tell him I wiſh to ſee him, 

as ſoon as he is at leiſure. PET 

Amelia. At the ſame time, prefent my devoirs to 
him. [Exit Footman. 

Colonel. (looking at his watch) The Count takes 
a long time to dreſs himſelf. You have not break- 
faſted yet, Amelia—do it. | 

Amelia. ( Pours out the tea.) 

Colmnel. What ſort of weather haye we? Have 

you been abroad ? N Amelia. 
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Amelia, It is a beautiful morning: I was in the 
garden as early as five o'clock. 
Colonel, The Count and I then will go . 
for an hour or two. Without that, I ſhall be at loſs 


how to paſs my time with him: he tires me to death, bp: 
Oh, here he comes. 


Enter CounT W dreſſed en petit 
maitre. 
Count. Ah, bop jour, mon Celmel ! My lady, I 
kiſs your hand. We. 
Amelia. (makes a fi lent curiſey.) 
Colonel. Good morning, Count though the ſun 
now ſtands pretty high. In the country we riſe early. 
Count. Pardinnez moi, mon Colonel, J aroſe ſoon 
after ſix; but my homme de chambre has been guilty 
of a betiſe that drives me to deſpair :--a loſs, pour le 
moment, quite irreparable. 
Colonel. J am very ſorry for it, Count. 
Amelia. (Offers the Count tea.) 
Count. (taking it) Your moſt devoted ſlave! / Is 
it Hebe, or is it Venus a la place d' Hebe. 
Amelia. (curtfies and ſmiles.) 5 
Colonel. (1 rather angrily) Neither Venus c or Hebe: 
it is with your permiſſion, Amelia Mildenhain. But 
will you inform us what you have loſt ? 
Count, For Heaven's ſake, Colonel! rather let me 
banith ſo trite a remembrance. I am ſo enveloped 
in a labyrinth of loſſes, that I am fearful I [hall be 
compelled to write a letter. | 


Colonel. 
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mM Colonel, Do you conſider writing a "Mer ſo hard a 
9 . (/ipping his tea) Like Near, my fair one! 
MT | Nay, Nectar itſelf ! and no wonder when it comes 
from your goddeſs-like band. 
Colonel. I bought this Nectar for Congou tea, Sir. 
Amelia. But you have not yet told us, Count, what 
you have loſt, 
\ Count. You irritate a wound, my lady, which is 
juſt galled by the ſight of you. But you command, 
and your ſlave obeys. Mon homme de chambre, ce vaut 
rien. — Ah, the fellow is a mauvais ſujet, —The day 
before yeſterday, when he was packing up for my | 
journey. — Henri, ſays I, the little pot de pom- 
made ſtands in the window. Mark me, madam, I ſaid 
expreſsly the window. Be careful, added 1, to put it 
up, and repeated it over and over again, three or four 
times. Thou knoweſt, Henri, ſaid I, my very ex- 
| iſtence depends on that little pat de pommade e for take 
wy | notice, my lady, that pommade? cannot be made in this 
country : they cannot give it its admirablg perfume, 
It is indeed incomparable, and comes tout droit de 
Paris. The maker of it is parfumeur du Roy. More 
than once have I been de jour with the princeſs 
Adelaide, when her highneſs has been pleaſed to ſay, 
par Dieu, Comte, the whole anti-chamber is perfumed 
as often as you are de jour, Now | intreat you, my 
lady, and you, mon Colonel, to judge what I muſt 
feel :—forgotten, abſolument forgotten: —the little pat 
1 de pommade ſtands in the window juſt where it did, fot 
de cavalier n 
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Amelia. (ſmiling) Shocking! 
Colonel. J am fearful the mice will get at it. 

(ſneering * af 

Count. Viila, mon Colonel, another reafon to drive 
me to deſpair. And, would you believe it, this block- 
head, this Henri, has been thirty years in the ſervice 
of our family :—thirty years has he been provided 
with every thing a man of his condition could ex- 
pect. And where now is his gratitude ? What has 
he done? for God's ſake what has he done? For- 
gotten the little pot de pommade—left it juſt where it 
was; and, o ciel, the mice of this country will feed 
on the moſt exquiſite parfum France ever produced. 
Till then I had always been patient; but it was ut- 
terly impoſſible to ſuppreſs my anger * longer.—I 
diſcharged him on the ſpot. 

Colonel. How ? what ? an old ſervant of your fa- 
mily ? 

Count. 1 don't 3 that: T have a Mecber in 
| petto—a moſt excellent fellow, who dreſſes hair like a 
god. * 5 

Amelia. And poor Henry muſt for ſuch a trifle 

Count. Trifle do you ſay, madam, trifle? 

Amelia. A trifle, to n an old man of his 
bread. 

Count. What leſs puniſhment could I inflict on him? 5 
Has he not deprived me of my little 255 de pommad: © 
Amelia. My interceflion, Count 
unt. Would obtain any thing; but much as I 
| honour the ſentiments of your heart, I would not 
abuſe 


Ne 
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abuſe your goodneſs. The fellow has a quantite des 
enfans, who, when they come to age mir, will aſſiſt 
that blockhead, their father. | 


Amelia. Children too? O let me intreat you, 
Count, not to diſcharge him. 

Count, Vous tes nimable, my lady, tres aimable, 
You command—your ſlave obeys. Henri ſhall kiſs 


your petticoat. 


Colonel. (rubbing his hands of de) No, no: he is 
not the man: — let the fool return home. (1% the 
Count) Well, Count, will go out courling till din- 
ner time ? 

Count. (hiſſing the ends of 52 fingers) Bravo, mm 
Colonel! A charming thought! I accept your offer. 
You will ſee, my lady, what an elegant hunting dreſs 


I have. You will find it du dernier gont. I had it 
made expreſsly for this tur. And then my fowling 


piece, mon Colonel! The but-end in-laid with mother- 


 of-pearl ! Workmanſhip of a better got is not to be 
found any oe be coat of arms too engraved in 


the centre. 
Colonel. (aryly) But are you a good ſhot, Count? 
Count. I never was out courſing but once in my 


life; mais par malheur, when I could kill nothing. 
Colonel, There is an old fowling piece that looks 
but ſhabby; (pointing to ove in the room) but I fetch 


down any bird that flies with it. 
Enter a FO0O0TMAN, 


Forman, Mr. Ehrmann, Sir, 


Colonel 
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Colonel. Very well. (exit footman) Come, Count, 
make haſte, and put on your elegant new hunting 
dreſs : I ſhall be ready for you in a minute. 

Count. I fly. It is a ſacrifice, my lady, I make to 
the father of a moſt amiable daughter, to part with 
her for a ſingle hour. [ Exit Count. 

Colonel. I think, my dear Amelia, after what we 
have ſeen and heard, it is unneceſſary to conſult the 
parfon. However, as he is here, and I wiſh to talk 
with him on ſome other matters, leave us to our- 
ſelves. | 

Amelia. ( going of ) Be aſſured, my dear father, * 
never can love the Count. 

Colonel. As you like for that, child. 

Amelia. (meeting the Parſon at the door, and addreſ- 
ing him N Good morning, dear Parſon, 

good morning. OY Me [Exit Amelia · 

_ You requeſted I would wait on you, 
| Colonel. . 

Colonel. No ceremony, Mr. Ehrmann. I have to 
beg your pardon for ſending for you, perhaps, at an 

improper time. I will, however, explain my buſineſs 
with you in a few words. I had ſent me yeſterday * 
moſt miſerable tranſlation from the French, which 
came from the preſs above twenty years ago. I am 
muyſelf in poſſeſſion of a very neat German original, 
of which I am happy to be the author. Now I am 
defired, to ſtrike out my name from it, and bind it up 
in the ſame volume with that inſignificant tranſlation, 
You, Sir, have been the corrector of my original; 


and 
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and I may, therefore, aſk your opinion how I ſhall 


act. 
Parſon. Really, Sir, 1 do not underſtand your al- 
legory. 


daughter. 
Parſon. (in great ſurpriſe) Indeed? 


Colonel. He is one of the Emperor's chamberlains, 


nothing leſs. —He has—he is—in ſhort, I do not 


like him. 

| Parſon. And lady Amelia? ? 

Colonel. If you command it, my father (mimicking 
Amelia) — What you command, Sir,—Now, my dear 


Ehrmann, I truſt you will allow me to poſſeſs pru- 


dence enough not to command in this reſpect. How- 


ever, were the young man's head not quite ſo weak 
as it is, nor his heart quite ſo wicked as it appears to 
be, I could like the match very well. His father is my 


old and eſteemed friend ; and his fortune i is conlider- 
able: — for the reſt 


Parſon. For the reſt ? tp Sir, when head and 


heart are both bad, what do you mean by the reſt ? 


Colonel. L mean his, rank in life. But hear me, 
Ehrmann; ſhould my Amelia be in loye with any other 
man in the world, I would not fay a word more: 1 


would not even aſk who the man was; but (Pointing 


to the Parſon's heart) how things were, here? You 


tell me, well: I reply, be married with God's 
Lo: bleſſing 


Cylonel. No? Hem! 1 am forry for it : for it 
pleaſed me very much. But to be plain—young | 
count Vondermulde is here, and wiſhes to marry my 
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bleſſing and mine —But Amelia is not in love with 
any one ; that alters the caſe. 

Parſon. Will ſhe never be ſo, think you ? 

Colonel, That is another queſtion, to be ſure.— 
Well, I do not inſiſt on her being married to count 
Vondermulde. I only wiſh to act in ſuch a manner 
as not to offend the father, by diſhonouring the bill 
he has drawn upon my daughter : for he has honour- 
ed me by many a friendly acceptance. I beg, there- 
fore, my dear Sir, you will ſpeak with my daughter 5 
and, after a ſhort preface, explain to her all the ma- 
trimonial duties; and when ſhe is thus inſtructed, I 
will ſeriouſly aſk her, whether ſhe is diſpoſed to ful- 


fil thoſe duties towards count V ondermulde. If ſhe 


ſay—No, I have done. What think you of my plan ? 


Parſon. (hefitating) Indeed I ſhall obey your 


commands, and ſpeak to the lady Amelia, 


Colonel. Do, good Ehrmann.—This (with a ſigh) 
was one of the griefs which hung on my heart; but of 


which it is now partly eaſed: —a more poignant 


grief ſtill continues to weigh it down. You know 
what mean. Have you continued your enquiries ? f 

Parſom. I have done all in my power; but, alas 
to no purpoſe. 


Colonel. Believe me, my friend, it gives me many 


nights of reſtleſſneſs and anguiſn.— In our youth we 


are too often hurried into exceſſes, to remedy which, 
in our maturer age, we would facrifice our whole 
fortune: for he who cannot look back with ſatis- 


faction on his paſt life, muſt ever be miſerable, eſpe- 
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ter; and dine with us to day. 
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cially as the retroſpect is ſo intimately connected with 
futurity.—But let us hope the beſt.— Farewell, dear 
Ehrmann ! I am going out courſing with the Count, 
In my abſence, try what you can do with my daugh» 


[ Exit the Colonel. 


Parſon. (alone) What a command has he laid on 


me! I am fearful (looking round) ſhe will ſurpriſe 


me, before 1 am prepared for her.—At this moment 


it would be utterly impoſſible for me to talk with her. 
— walk into the fields, and prayers, will reconcile me 


with myſelf: then the parſon ſhall return to his duty; 


but the man muſt keep aloof, 


Exit the Parſan. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I.—Open Fields, a Wood, &c, 


F REDERICK alone, (carrying in his hand ſome Small 


pieces of money. J) 


To return with this trifle, and ſee my mother dy- 
ing —No: I will rather drown myſelf, or run to the 


brink of the world. Alas! my feet are, as it were, 
of lead: I can go neither forward nor backward.— 


There lies the cottage, which contains my mother: 
Why can I turn mine eyes only towards it? Be- 
hold, here are blooming meadows ! Why can I only 
look there, where dwells all my joy, and all my grief! 7 

—ls it this you call benevolence, ye human beings ? 
| (looking at the money in his hand) This ſmall piece 


was given me by a gentleman on horſeback, with a 
ſervant behind him, whoſe livery was ſtiff with filver. 


— T his, by a lady on a ſentimental journey, who. 
| ſtopped her coach to view the country, and to de- 

ſcribe it, intending hereafter to publiſh her journey. 
That cottage,” ſaid I to her, and tears prevented my 


ping more, © js very pictureſque,” added ſhe, and 
ſtepped 
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ſtepped into her carriage. — This piece a fat prieſt, in 
a large wig, gave me, and called me an idle fellow 
and a vagabond : he cancelled his bounty by abuſe. 


And this (in great emot on) a poor beggar gave me, 
unaſked. He ſhared his little all with me, and invoked 


the bleſſings of Heaven onme. This ſmall piece, will 
one day have great weight, and the proud man on horſe- 
back, be glad to purchaſe it at any rate. (after 4 
| pauſe). What can | buy with all this? Not even the 
nails for my mother's cofin—nor even a rope to hang 
myſelf.— There, (lorking at the diſtant town) the 


towering pavilions and princely palaces appear to in- 


vite me to ſeek for pity. But, ah ! it does not dwell 
in cities: the cottage is its palace, and the heart of 
the poor its temple. Should one of thoſe wretches, 
who go about to inliſt ſoldiers, now come this way, 
for five dollars, he ſhould have a robuſt young man. 


Five dollars? What a pityful ſum, often ſtaked at 
play upon a ſingle card May this ſweat (wiping 
the ſweat from his firehead) wrung from me by the 


anguiſh of my heart, fall heavy on you, my father ! 


May deſpair, with all its horrid train of ills, over- 
whelm you ! Only, at the laſt day, may you not pant 


for mercy and forgiveneſs, as my poor mother now 


pants for a drop of wine. 

(4 noiſe of huntſmen is heard; ſome dogs run acroſs the 
flage ; a report of fowling pieces) 
Huntſmen ! Noblemen, no doubt. Once more, for 
the ſake of a mother. Father of Heaven, let me find 
tender hearts ! = +... 7 WWE 
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Enter the Coroner and Count VoNDERMULDE, 


Colonel. (waiting a ſhort time for the Count) Come, 
Count, come on. That was a ſad miſtake. There 
the dogs run, ( pointing) but they have loſt the [cent— 
they do not open. 

Count. (out of breath) Tant mieux, mon Colonel, 
tant mieux. We can now breathe a moment. (leans 
en his fowling piece, while the Colonel is looking round.) 

Frederick. (medeſtly advancing to the Count) Par- 
don me, my Lord, for preſuming to aſk your charity, 
Count. (looking contemptuonfly at him) Comment, 
mon ami? You are very impertinent;—You have 
muſcles like Hercules, and ſhoulders like Milo, of 
Crotona; and do you wo! Pl lay a wager you 

Carry an ox. | = 

Frederick. With your i I would try. 

Count. Our police does not look enough after 
thieves and vagabonds. TH. 

Frederic. (with a ſneer) So it ſeems.— Have 
pity (turning to the Colonel) my lord, on an | unhappy | 
ſon, who begs for a poor ſick mother. 

Colonel. (giving him a ſinall piece of money) You 
had better labour for your poor ſick mother, young 
man. 8 
Frederick. That 1 would do moſt willingly; but 

her wants are too urgent. Pardon my freedom, my 
lord, but what you have given me is not enough to 
relieve her diſtreſs” _ 5 

Colonel. (ſurpriſed) Not enough? But I am not 
diſpoſed to give you more. 
e Frederic. 
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Frederick, If you are not deſtitute of humanity, 
my lord, give me a dollar. | 


Colonel. This is the firſt time a beggar ever directed 


me how much I ſhould give bim. 


 Prederick. T again intreat you to give me a dollar; 
it will fave a fellow creature from miſery and deſpair. 
Colonel. You are mad, my friend, —Come, Count. 
Count. Allons, mon Colonel, | 
Frederick, One dollar, my lords, one dollar | it 


will fave the life of two human beings. (when he 
ſees they do not regard him, he kneels down) For pity's 


ſake, my lords, a dollar ! you will never again buy 


a man's whole happineſs ſo cheap. (the Colonel and 
the Count pay no attention to him, and he jumps up in 
a rage, and drawing his fword, furiouſly aſſaults the 
Colonel) Nay then, your purſe, or your life! 
Colonel. What? how? help! help! (the Count 


runs away, and huntſmen come on and diſarm Frede 


rick) Footpad | robber ! (to Frederick) 
Frederick. Almighty Powers! what have I done? 


Colonel. Away with him—take care of him—ſe- 5 
cure him in the round tower.—1 will follow vou 


preſently. 


Frederic. (on his knees) I have only one favour 


to aſk, my lord. I have forfeited my life, and you 
may do with me as you pleaſe ; but ſend relief to my 
poor mother, who is dying in that cottage. Send 


there, and ſee whether I am a liar. I drew my 


ſword to fave her; and if ſhe be ſaved, I ſhall not 
fear to die, 


FT 
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| Colonel. Away with him, I %, to the tower ! 
and let him have nothing but bread and water. 
Frederick. (as he is going off) Curſed be the man 
who gave me life | [ Exeunt Huntſmen with Frederick. 
|  Cnlonel. (calling one of the huniſmen) Francis, go 
to the village; find out the woman he has mentioned; 
and give her this purſe. = : 
Francis. J will, my lord. [ Exit Francis. 


Colonel. How ſtrange an accident! The young 


man has ſomething very noble in his countenance ; 


but can it be true, that he turned a beggar and a 


footpad for the ſake of his mother? Well, I will en- 
quire into the matter. [ Exit Colonel. 


; SCENE IL—4s Apartment in the Colonel's Houſe. 


AMELIA aloe. 
Why am I not in good humour? Who has vffended 


me: I did not mean to come into this room I in- 
| tended to walk in the garden; but no; I will not 
walk :—yes, I will—I will go and ſee if my auricu- 


las are ftill in bloom; and, whether the apple ker- 


nel, planted by Mr, Ehrmann, has ſhot up yet. O 
it has, no doubt it has.—But ſhould any one come, 
and wiſh to ſpeak with me, they will not find me 
here, and be at a loſs to know where Jam. No: I 
had better ſtay here. How tired I am ! (takes up a 
noſegay ). Hark | did not ſomebody knock at the door? 
No: it was the wind. —I will go and look after my 


canary birds; but if any one ſhould come, and not 
| find 5 
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find me in the parlour. Who can come? What 


makes me bluſh all on a ſudden? (half crying) What 


is the matter with me? (ſobbing) Dol cry? 
Enter the PARSON, 


Amelia. (wiping away her tears) Good morning, | 
9 dear Mr. Ehrmann dear Parſon, I intended to ſay. 
Pardon me, that I am till in the habits of calling you 
Mr. Ehrmann. 


Parſon. Call me what you will, my Lady, L like 


to hear it from pot mouth, 


Amelia. Do you ? 
Parſon. Indeed I do. But do I only fancy ſo, or 


have you really been crying. 


Amelia. A little; I only ſhed a ſew tears. 
Parſon, Still you did ſhed tears. May I aſk you 
why ? „ 375 
Amelia. T hardly know myſelf. 
Parſon. Perhaps you thought on your mother ? 
Amelia, J could fay—yes but 
Parſon. Some ſecret then? Well, I ſhall not notice 
what I have ſeen. Pardon me, my Lady, for treſ- 


paſſing on you at, perhaps, an improper time; but I 


come at the deſire of your father. 
Amelia. You arg welcome to me at any time. 
Parſon. Am I? O Amelia! 
Amelia. My father tells me the man who makes us 


wiſe and good, is more our benefactor than he who 


gave us life. So my father tells me; and (ca/ting 


down her eyes ) my heart tells me the ſame. 
H : Par oth; 
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| Parſm, How amply does this moment repay the 
aſſiduity of eight years! 
Amelia. J was a wild girl, and gave you much 


trouble; and it is but juſtice to Teward you with my 
love. 


Parſon. (aſide) Good Heavens ! (t to Ale ) I, I 
come with orders from your father. But ſhall we be 
ſeated ? 


Amelia. (offering him a chair) Be ſeated : I had "2 | 
ther ſtand. 


Parſon. ( "Poſe to fit ) Count Voulermulde 3 is ar- 


rived here, 
Amelia. Well. 


Parſon. And do you know for what purpoſe ? 
Amelia, To marry me. 
Parſon. Yes: but, believe me, my Lady, your 


father will not attempt * wy. means to force your 
inclinations. 


Amelia. 1 know it. | | 
ny Parſon. But he wiſhes to know the real ſentiments 
of your heart; and I am ordered to find them out. 
Amelia. What, with reſpect to the Count? 
Parſon. Vesand no: —I think he means with re- 
ſpect to the marriage ſtate in general. 
Amelia. Why ſhould I think about what I am igno- 
rant of? I know nothing of that ſtate. 
Parſon. It is for that very reaſon your father wiſhes 
you to be informed ſomething of it; and I will now 
paint to you the two ſides of wedlock, the good. and 
the bad. 


Amelia. 


E neee nm deer 


e ee eee 


— 
8 77 * CORR AT! DEALS ori WER 8 1 E 
CC ͤ % 
1 JJJrV . EE eos 0 OO SS I CNS: 1 KY 
bs e 2 0 2 RE n 8 * $f BK 
* * 4 . 


LOVERS! VOWS. 51 


Amelia. The bad firſt, Mr. Ehrmann, if you 8 5 
J like to ſave the beſt till the laſt. 


Parſon. Well then, the bad fide firſt—When two 


accordant hearts meet, my Lady, wedlock has no bad 
fide. Then the happy couple walk through life hand 
in hand together; and clear away the thorns that lay 
in their path with eaſe and cheerfulneſs. In time of 
ſtorms, the ſtronger carries the weaker through them, 


Have they to climb a rock? The ftronger gives the 
other his hand, and they ſoon arrive at its ſummit, 


Patience and Love are their conſtant companions,— 
What would be impoſſible for either of them ſingly, 
they do by their united labour without much difficulty 


and, when the ſtruggle is over, wipe away the ſweat 


from each other's brow. Neither joy or ſorrow ever 
viſit the one without turning aſide to the other; both 


| ſmile or both ſhed tears: yet their joy is increaſed, 


and their ſorrow rendered leſs keen, by being ſhared : 


for participation, while it heightens the bliſs of the one, 


allays the pain of the other. Their whole life is like 
a beautiful ſummer's day, when a ſtorm is paſt—a ſtorm 


which enlivens nature, and makes even the ſun-ſhine 


more bright. In the evening of that day, they ſtand 
arm in arm, ſurrounded by the flowers they have 
planted, and wait the approaching night. Then one 
goes to ſleep firſt; and that one is moſt happy : the 
other wanders about bewailing his loſs. W 


Amelia, is the only unhappy turn in ſuch wean 


Amelia. Then let me be married. 


Real The picture, my lady, was, perhaps, well 


H 2 drawn; 
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drawn ; but it muſt not be forgot that two lovers fat 
for it. On the contrary, when the bond of Wed- 
lock is tied by Convenience, Levity, or Caprice, it 
has no good ſide at all. While the unfettered, ſingle 
man, and the free girl, are enjoying their liberty, 
ſuch an unhappy couple is carrying the chains of ſla- 
very, ſtigmatized on their foreheads by the characters 
| of anguiſh---tormented by ideas of imaginary happi- 
| neſs, loſt to them, and the leſs to be borne, becauſe 
| - without the. poſſibility of redreſs---and diſtracted by 
idle ſchemes of a happier life, laid down with nicety, 
but never, perhaps, carried into execution. Then we 
loudly repine at what, in any other ſituation, we ſhould - 
| have endured patiently ;---then we look at the un- 
happy partner of life as the ſource of every ill that be- 
fals us ;—then bitterneſs is mixed in our words, and 
coldneſs even with the ſemblance of regard then no- 
thing is more galling than huſband or wife ; and what 
would give us pleaſure in a ſtranger, is regarded with 
indifference at home. So they drag on their lives, 
till happily one of them dies; then the other lifts up 
his head, and cries << Liberty! Liberty!“ And this 
is the only happy turn in ſuch a marriage. 
Amelia. Then let us not be married. 
Parſon. If I may be allowed to explain that ex- 
clamation, it is as much as to ſay---let us even not 


— — — ⏑—· ae Ee 


love. 3 
Amelia, Wal if fo, I will be married: for I do 
Jove. 5 5 | 
Parſon. You love Count Vondermulde no doubt? 7 
Amelia, 
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Amelia. I pray you now do not name the fool. 


1 love you. (Laying hold of both his hands in an af- 


fectionate manner.) 4 


Parſon, For God's ſake, my Lady l 

Amelia, And will marry you. 

Parſon. Me? 

Amelia, You, my dear Ehrmann, you. 

Parſon. Amelia, you forget- 

Amelia. What do] forget? 
Parſon. Vour nobility. 

Amelia. What then? 

Parſon, O, for Heaven's fake, do not do that. 

Amelia, You do not like me, 

Parſon, I love you, even as my life. 

Amelia. Then marry me. 5 
Parſon. Amelia, have pity on me | I am a Mi- 
niſter of the Goſpel, which teaches me to reſiſt temp- 

tation. — But ſtill I find I am a man. 
Amelia. Have you not juſt drawn the moſt charm- 


ing picture of wedlock, founded in harmony and love? 
If you refuſe me, I am not the girl with whom you 
could wiſh to walk hand in hand, and ſhare your joy 


and your grief. 

Parſon. Were I permitted to chuſe, none but 
Amelia would be my choice. Did we live in thoſe 
happy times of equality of which poets dream, none, 


none, would be my choice but you. Yet, as the 


world now is—and we cannot change it—Amelia 

muſt marry a nobleman, The Baroneſs Wildenhain 

is born for no man below a baron, Whether Parſon 
1 e 
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Ehrmann would have made her happy or not, is out of 
the queſtion---But I ſay too much. 

Amelia. ls out of the queſtion ? Can you really 
mean ſo? Have you not often told me, that the heart 
alone enaobles. Surely I ſhould be married to a noble- 
man!] (laying her hand upon his heart.) 5 

f Parſon. Let me intreat you, my dear Amelia, to 
call your underſtanding to your aſſiſtance. There 
are many reaſons to diſſuade you from ſuch a connec- 
* tion though I cannot at preſent recollect them. 
Amelia. There are none. 

Parſon. There are many, indeed there are.---But 
my heart is ſo torn by contending paſſions, that the 
voice of reaſon is almoſt ſilent. Conſider only the 
ſcoffs and inſults of your family. They will avoid 
you—will- be aſhamed of their new relation ; and 
when upon any ſolemn occaſion the whole family is 
aſſembled, you will be forgotten ; even ſhould your 
name be mentioned, they will ſhrug up their ſhoul- 
ders, and whiſper your ſtory to each other. They 
will forbid their children to play with yours, or to 
call them couſins ;—will diſplay all their pageantry, 
while an humble grey japanned coach, that ſerves to 
carry us to church, will be all you will have to op- 
poſe to them, and their ſplendid coats of arms, Away 
from home, they will hardly remember your name; 
and when they {peak to you will be choaked with the 
word---Coufin, and call you Mrs. Ehrmann.“ 


| Amelia, And that will ſound vey well. ( laughing 
out). | 


Parſon, 
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Parſon. You laugh, Amelia ? 
Amelia. Pardon me, my dear Ehrmann, how can 
1 help it? You were my tutor for upwards of ſeven 
years, and in all that time, you never ſupported your 
doctrines by arguments ſo feeble before. 
Parſon. Indeed? I am ſorry for it: for — 
Amelia. And I am glad of 1 it: for — 
Parſon. For 
Amelia, For now you muſt marry me. 
Par on. By no means. 
Amelia. By all means; no one knows me better 
than you do. You know, that even now, I am not a 
bad girl; and under your inſtructions, I ſhall improve 
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every day. I will do every thing I can to make you 
happy.—O no; I ſhall make you happy without any 
trouble atall. We will live together the happieſt life, 
till one of us falls aſleep, and then the other will in- 
deed mourn, But may that moment be far, far off! 
Come, give me your hand, or I ſhall be ſure you do 
not like me. | 
Parſon, It is a great thing to be an honeſt man, 
but a very difficult one. Did you know, my Lady, 
what I ſuffer, you would not torture me thus. No: 
I cannot—I muſt not. T ſhould fink under the very 
idea of making ſuch a propoſal to your father, 
Amelia, T will make the propoſal. 
Parſon. No: for God's fake do not! To him am 1 
indebted for my preſent comfortable ſituation, as well 
as for the happieſt hours of my life. And ſhall I ſc- 
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duce his daughter—his only child?—Almighty God! 
thou ſeeſt I wiſh to be juſt, aſſiſt me. 

Amelia. Hear me, Ehrmann. My father wiſhes to 
ſee me married.—He wiſhes too to ſee me happy. 


Well, then, 1 will be married, will be happy, and with 


you. This will I tell my father; and what anſwer 
do you think he will give me? At firſt, perhaps, he 
will be a little angry, and ſay, „ You are a fool !” 


But ſoon after, he will reflect on the matter, ſmile, 
and ſay © If it be your wiſh, my Amelia, I cannot 


object to it.“ Then will I kiſs his hand, ſpring 
through the door, and fly to your arms. People will 
hear that I am your bride, and come from every part 
of the village to congratulate me. They then will 


pray God to bleſs us, and God will hearken to the 


good people's prayers. We ſhall be bappy, I a 
ſure we ſhall, Would my father were returned —1 
could not think what lay ſo heavy at my heart now 
I know, and my heart is free and light. ( Ln 
hold of his hand.) 1 

Parſon. (endeavouring to get rid of her band. ) „ 
will drive me mad, Amelia: nay, more, you will 
rob me of my peace of mind, 


Amelia. (again laying hold of his hand.) Fie, fie, 


Ehrmann.—O Gemini! here comes ſome one to diſ- | 
turb us, and I had ſo many more 29255 things to tell 


you. 


Enter the Benn (a comical old fellow ). 
Amelia. Oh, is it you? (with affected indifference.) 
Butler, With all due reſpect, Chriſtian Loberecht 

Goldmann 
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Goldmann ſtepped up as ſoon as the happy news ſound- 
ed in his ears.— 

Amelia. (at a loſs what he means) W hat news ? 

Parſon. (aſide) He has eaves dropped. 

Butler. An old faithful ſervant of your houſe, who 
has, with all due reſpect, carried your mother, my 
Lady, many times in his arms, and afterwards many 
times received a box of the ear from her beautiful hand, 
offers you, on this glorious day, his congratulations. 
« Sing O Muſe, and ſound O Lyre!” 

Amelia. ly good Chriſtian, I am not at preſent in 
a humour to liſten to your flights of fancy. But pray 
What occaſion calls forth your poetry to-day? _ 

Butler. O my deareſt, my moſt beautiful lady, how | 
can my muſe do otherwiſe than ſing on this joyſul day? 
ce Sound trumpets and Rettle drums ] fiddles and ſhawms ! 


and let your muſic flow ſmooth as waters oer the mea- 
| dows.” There never yet was a feſtival celebrated in 


your noble family, when my humble muſe was not at 
the ſervice of my gracious patrons, both maſters and 
miſtreſſes. With all due reſpect, in forty years, three 
hundred and ninety- ſeven poetical congratulations have 
flown from my pen :—this day will bring forth the 
three hundred and ninety-eighth :—God knows how 
ſoon a ſolemn marriage may give occaſion for the three 
hundred and ninety-ninth ; and one year after (laugh- 
ing) to the four hundredth. 
Amelia. To-day i is Friday, Chriſtian, . is all 1 


know of it. 8 


Butler. True, my Lady, Friday—that is to a 
I the 
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the day on which Providence has reſcued your father 
from the moſt imminent danger. 


Amelia. My father from the moſt imminent pigs 3 


Speak, tell me how, good Chriſtian. 


Butler. This moment comes Francis the ha 


in a great hurry, and tells us a piece of ſcandal that 
will be ſpoken of, with all due reſpect, by poſterity. 
Amelia. ( with great anxiety ) Haſte, tell me, what 
was it? 
Butler. My Lord and the Count had been engaged 
courſing ſomewhat more than half an hour— 
Amelia. Quick, quick ! I entreat you be brief. 
Butler, My Lord had already killed a _ the 
ri right fore- foot of which - 
Amelia. For heaven's ſake be brief: come to the 


point at once. 


Butler. A ſecond hare was put up, a the dogs did 


their duty tolerably well La Spadille, they ſay, par- 


ticularly well - when all on a ſudden my Lord and the 
Count met a ſoldier, who aſked charity. Francis him- 


ſelf was at a diſtance, and ſaw my Lord, with his 
uſual generoſity, give him ſome money; but the infa- 
mous ungrateful villain drew his ſword, ran after him, 
and would no doubt have diſpatched him, had he not 
been prevented in proper time by the huntſmen. Then, 


with all due reſpe&, I, poor old wretch, ſhould have 
been under the ſad neceſſity of compoſing a Carmen 


funebre and an Epitaphium for his Lordſhip, wy maſter, 
Amelia, Almighty powers | 


Parſon, 


* 2 


Parſon. A fodtpad in the day-time i is ſomewhat fin- 


cular, 

Butler. As it is, I ſhall write a ballad in the fg 
of Burger's Leonora. 

Parſon. Have they ſecured the fellow ? 

Butler. To be ſure, Sir! he is ordered to the 
round tower, and will be here immediately. Francis 
ſays his Lordſhip, too, will be here ſoon. (Goes to the 


window.) Upon my word, if the ſun does not blind 
me, they are here SO Sing, O Muſe, and found 


DD. [Exit Butler. 

Amelia. (looking out at the window.) I never yet 
law a footpad : ſuch a man muſt have a formidable 
phyſiognomy. 


Parſon. Have you never wen the female parricide 


in Lavater's Fragments. 
Amelia. A female parricide ? ſure there cannot be 


ſuch a monſter on earth. But ſee the young man comes 
nearer—his figure is intereſting—his countenance no- 


ble—but grief fits heavy on his brow. O no, no: 


that youth cannot be a murderer. How my heart 


bleeds for him! Fie! look how rudely the huntſmen 


force him into the tower. Mercileſs wretches now. 
they ſhut the door—now (coming from the window) he 
is left in darkneſs, What muſt the unhappy wretch 


feel ! 
Parſon, (afide) N ot more than I do. 
Enter the COLONEL. | 
Amelia, Accept my congratulations, my dear fa- 
ther. 
12 | Colonel, 


2 LIES 9 _ „ * EEE. n IE wow» 5 ** 1 _ my — * . ; — — © os 2 
, hy : 8 — WWW — Es. n e eee r ere oe 6 CS. 000 SE Ee ee ER el LE wt 
COSI — £0 2 - 8 9 - n " Ry . IO 5 tas, oa 4 OE CES Weg” . — 1 NN - _—_———— 2 2 — a 5 F — — 8 
N mh — * * N 1 90 . FF ˙ K FF 42 TY : —_ : 7 4 rf £36,573 5, "IDE af - 3 1 — * Wy N * 333 — n — 
PRE © pe ot 7 r — l e © r "a A n . 2 . <> x4 . 3 9 c s — — 2 - ; 
. Cf) 1 CLE = ar BED r ; 3 n PERS, "WIPES 0 e . r p eee N A 33 
3 * — — a © = 4 * Fu n 3 I = = - = * 
2 3 — owes x 2 7 ; 
— - ” — - 1 


60 IOVERS' VOWS. 


Colonel. For God's ſake ſpare me, Amelia! Old 
Chriſtian has tired me enough with his rhymes all the 
way up ſtairs, 

Parſon. Tam ſorry, my Lord, the tale is true: in 
the mouth of that talkative old fellow it appeared all a 
fiction. 

Amelia. And can a young man of ſo intereſting att 
appearance be really a robber ? 


Colonel. He was ſo; but I will venture to fay for 


the firſt and laſt time in his life. The accident, my 
dear parſon, was ſingular indeed: the young man was 
begging for his mother, and I gave him but a trifle, 
when humanity called on me to give ſomewhat 
more. However, my head being full of hares, and 


my ears only open to the noiſe of the dogs, I neglected 


it. I need not tell you, that in the ſearch of our plea- 
ſures, we are too apt to forget the miſeries of our fel- 
low creatures. In ſhort, he aſked for more :—Deſpair 
_ pleaded in every look I turned from him, when, en- 

raged, and forgetting himſelf, he drew his ſword, But 
I'll lay my life robbing is not his profeſſion. 

Amelia. T am ſure it is not. 

Colonel. How he trembled when he Gina me! A 
child might have reſiſted him. Fie on it, that I did 
not let him eſcape! This trifle may coſt him his life; 
and a dollar might have prevented the deſtruction of a 
fellow-creature, Would my ſervants had not wit- 


neſſed the fact; but that I fear the force of a bad ex- 
_ ample, Come with me, into my ſtudy, Ehrmann, 


and 
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and let us deviſe ſome means to get rid of him, before 
the ſtrong arm of juſtice reaches him. (is going off. ) 
Amelia. Father, I have converſed a great deal with 
Mr. Ehrmann. 

Colonel. About marriage, I ſuppoſe. 

Amelia. Ves :—T have told him 

Parſon. (in confuſion) As you deſired me, my Lord. 

Amelia. But he will not believe po interrupting 
each other.) 


Parſon. J have explained to my Late 
Amelia. Though, indeed, I ſpoke the real ſentiments 
of my heart 


Parſon, (walking towards the ſtudy door) May 
I aſk 


Amelia. But his extreme diſcretion. — 


Parſon, In the ſtudy I will inform your Lordſhip 
the whole. 


| Colenel. What can all this mean? You hinder each 
other from ſpeaking. 1 you have forgot 3 


manners. 


Amelia, Pardon me, my father ; but anſwer me, I. 

entreat you one queſtion. Am I not at full liberty to 
marry whom I pleaſe? - 

Colonel. Certainly, child. 

Amelia, Now then, Mr. Ehrmann. 

Parſon. (putting his handerchief to his noſe, as if i it 
pled.) Excuſe me, my Lord, I muſt retire awhile. 

Colonel, 1 ſhall expect you in my ſtudy. 
[Exit the Parſon. 
Amelia. 
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Amelia. gay a moment, father : 1 wiſh to tell you 
| ſome things of the utmoſt importance. 


Colonel, Importance? What I ſuppoſe my Amelia 
wants a new fan. „ [ Exit Colonel. 


AMELIA alone. 


A new fan, indeed? Would I had a fan! ( fanning. 
| herſelf with her handkerchief) No: it would not be of 
any uſe : my warmth is in my heart. Good heavens, 


how it beats! I love Mr. Ehrmann ;—dearly, fondly 
love him. How unfortunate that his noſe ſhould bleed 
at ſuch a time. No: the Count does not appear in 
my eyes even like a man. When I look at my fa- 
ther, or my dear Ehrmann, I feel ſomething like re- 
verence ; but he is a coxcomb I cannot but deſpiſe, — 

Ho ridiculouſly ſhould I conduct myſelf towards him. 
| (Going to the window.) The door of the tower is ſtill 
ſhut—I ſhould like to know if they have given the 


young man any thing to eat or drink. Chriſtian, 


_ Chriſtian! (calling at the door of the apartment) Come 


up this minute—I wiſh to ſpeak with you.— This 
youth intereſts me very much, though I cannot tell 
why. He has ventured his life for a mother that 
no bad man would do. 
Enter the Bur LER. 

Amelia. Tell me, good Chriſtian, have you carried 
any thing to eat or drink to the priſoner? 

Butler. Oh yes, my Lady. 
Amelia. May I aſk you what? 

Butler. New brown bread and freſh water. 

Amelia." Fie, Chriſtian ! ſhame on you! Go this 


inſtant 


W | 
FFF 5 


B 9 n = 7 * 1 | 
aaa ceded 10 n r ALT, 1 EET, 7 - 
rat 2 r e n N 3 . 
CHLOE Wy 3 J a 
8 5 5 8 A | 


eo e 


ARSE RS I 
AR 


e 5 — 


Sn e Aa a 
e 


„„ 
r Le eS. 


GE 8 
Rr — es 2 


RA 


14 ; 
. 
5 5 
* 
. 
93 
"$3 
II 
5 
1 
1 4 


e 
eee 


nn * a... rea 8 3 
F e Ion Cn eh 
MPI PR EEE rr ar HY -; 327347 5 WE Fr 


CUES IS 


LOVERS' VOWS. 0 


inſtant to the kitchen, and bid the cook let you have 


ſome meat for him ; and get a bottle of wine, and carry 
with it. | 


Butler, Much as 1 wiſh to obey your Ladyſhip, he 
muſt be content with bread and water at preſent, it 
being the order of my Lord. 

Amelia. When my father gave ſuch an order he was 


angry. 


Butler. What his Lotdthip commands when angry, 
his humble ſervant muſt obey when he is not ſo. 


Amelia. You are an old ſimpleton, Chriſtian, 
Shame |! ſo old a man, and not know your duty to an 


unhappy fellow-creature! Give me the key of the cel- 


lar—I will go myſelf. 

Butler. The Way of the cellar? I proteſt moſt ſo- 
lemnly, my Lady,—— 

Amelia. I command you to give it me.. 

Butler, (giving her the key) I ſhall immediately go 


and vindicate myſelf to your father. 


Amelia. That you may do, if you pleaſe. 
[Exit Amelia, in haſte, on one ww ide, and the e 
en the other. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 


Sctxs I- 4 Dungeon within the Tnver. 
BET © FREDERICK alone. 
How a few ſhort moments may deſtroy a man's hap- 
pineſs! When I got up this morning, and the ſun 
roſe in his brightneſs, I ſung my morning hymn, and, 
feaſting at the table of gladneſs, was charmed with the 


idea of once more Teeing my mother. Fancying my- 


ſelf in the ſtreet where ſhe lived, I crept along under 


| the wall to prevent her ſeeing me from the window; 


then tapping gently at the back door, I heard her 
coming down fſtairs—my heart beat high with expec- 


tation ſhe opened the door—andI flew to her embrace. 
But, farewel, deluſive bubbles of happineſs! I return 
to my native country, and the firſt object I behold is 


my mother dying; my firſt ſhelter is a priſon; my firſt 
walk is to the gallows. Juſt heaven, have I deſerved 


this fate? or muſt the crimes of the father be viſited 


on the ſon? But, peace! I muſt not wander in theſe 
mazes, too intricate for human wiſdom to tread, 
To ſuffer without murmuring—to ſubmit patiently to 


| heaven's will, is a leſſon TI often received from my 
mother; and ſhe has, indeed, ſuffered much. Thou, 
O Supreme Being, (#neeling, and raiſing both his 
hands to heaven) well knoweſt why I am thus afflicted; 
and what thou haſt decreed muſt be good. 


Enter 
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Enter AMELIA, with Food and Wine. 


Frederic. (riſing) Who comes here? 

Amelia. A friend: I bring you ſome refreſh- 
ment :—you mult be both hungry and dry. 

Frederick. Neither. 


Amelia. Here is ſome rich old wine : it will 1o you 
"pootdy, © 


Frederick. Rich old wine, did you ſay ? Reallyrich 


old wine ? 


Amelia. I cannot tell from experience but my fa- 
ther ſays it is a real comfort to the heart. 

Frederick, I thank you, madam. You make me 
an ineſtimable preſent in this bottle of wine.—But, 
haſte, dear, ſweet lady, and ſend it to the adjoining 


village. Cloſe to the inn, ſtands a cottage, in which 
is a poor, fick woman, almoſt ſtarved :—if ſhe be yet 
alive, let her have the generous draught. May it 
comfort you, dear parent ! (taking the bottle from 
Amelia, and holding it up) Why can I not bring it 


to you, myſelf? Now haſte, haſte, dear madam ! 


(giving the bottle back) Save my mother, and you 


have ſaved me. 


Amelia. (with ſome emotion 9) My good friend, ſure- 


ly you are not a ruffian, or a murderer ? 


Prederick. Thank Heaven, I ſtill deſerve the ap- 


probation of every virtuous mind. 


Amelia. Keep this bottle for yourſelf _ wil go 


. and ſend your mother another like it. 


F rederick. One word only before you go. Who 
K ag re 
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are you, dear, unknown benefactreſs, that I may offer 
up my prayers for you to Heaven ? 
Amelia. My father is baron Wildenhain, lord of this 
manor, 
Frederick. Almighty God! 
Amelia. What ails you, Sir? 
Frederick. And the man whom I was 5 going to 
murder to- day 
Amelia. Was my father? 
Frederich. And MY FATHER |! 
Amelia, How wild his looks are ! I tremble to re- 
main with him any longer. [ Exit Amelia Daferny- 
FREDERICK alone. 
Was my father Eternal Juſtice, thou doſt 


not ſlumber :—The man, whoſe life I attempted, was 


my father! One moment more, and I had been a pa- 


ricide !\—Horrid thought Peace, peace, my heart! 


— My brain will burſt—all is diſtraction! (in- down 
upan a chair ) If Providence had deſtined him to be a 
ſacrifice, and I had ſtruck the blow.—Juft Heaven, 


ſhould I have been guilty of his blood? Or rather 


did'ſt not thou arm the hand of the ſon, to avenge the 
wretched mother, on the unnatural father. (after a 
pauſe) But the lovely and benevolent creature, that 
was here juſt now !—what new ſcenes open upon my 
mind! This ſweet maid is my fiſter ; and that fooliſh 
coxcomb, who accompanied my father, is, I ſuppoſe, 


| my brother—a ſpoiled child, and the heir apparent— 
from his infancy taught to be proud of nobility and . 


wealth, and now rioting in plenty, while I, his bro- 
ther, am ſtarving with my mother. 


3 
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Enter the PARSON, 
Parſon, Peace be with you, my friend. 
| Frederick. And with you, Sir. From your ap- 
pearance, I judge you are the paſtor of this village — 
a miniſter of religion, and a mellenger of 3 Vou 
are welcome to me | 


Parſon. I wiſh. to give peace and comfort to your 
ſoul. I will not upbraid you: it is the voice of your 


conſcience mult do that, not mine. 
Fred-rick. And when the voice of conſcience is ſi- 
lent, Sir, do you not think the crime is at leaſt 


doubtful? | ; 


Parſm. Or has pitched its tent in a wicked and 


hardened heart. | „ 
Frederick, That is not my caſe:— I would not 


change my heart for that either of a prince or prieſt. 


Pardon my freedom, Sir, I did not mean to apply 
what J ſaid to you. 


Parſon. And if you did, aL is one of the 


doctrines of the religion I teach. 
Frederick. I meant only to tell you, that though my 


heart is neither wicked or hardened, my couſcience 


does not upbraid me with what has paſſed to day. 


Parſon. Do not deceive yourſelf: ſelfiſh pride ſome- 


times uſurps the place of conſcience. 


Prederick, What a pity it is that being no ſcho- 


lar, I can only feel but not give utterance to my feel- 


ings.—I intreat you, Sir, tell me what is my crime 
That I attempted to rob ?—Place yourſelf one mo- 


ment in my ſituation, -Have you parents? 


R771 Parſen. 
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Parſm. No: they died while I was yet in my in- 
fancy. 

Frederick. It is a pity, ſince you cannot, in that 
caſe, be a judge. But I will deſcribe to you my 
condition as well asl can.—If we look round us 
and ſee how prodigally nature every where pours out 
her horn of plenty, beſtowing riches and abundance 


on every place, and a ſon, at the ſame time, turns his 


eyes on a dying mother, whoſe parching tongue aſks 


a drop of wine, and. the wealthy man paſles by that 


ſon, in the moment of deſpair, and refuſes him a tri- 
Ale to buy it—becauſe, forſooth, a hare would eſ- 
cape, if he ſhould deign to ſtop !—in ſuch a moment, 
Sir, a ſenſe of the equality of all men is rouſed, and 
the wretch, {lighted by fortune,—for nature diſregards 


none of her children—ſtands up for his right, and 


ſtretches out his arm, not to rob, but to take his due 
from the gifts beſtowed on all ;—and doing ſo—is 


right. 


Parſm. Such 3 my friend; if generally 


adopted, would ſoon diſſolve the ties of ſociety, and 


civilized men become an Arabian horde. : 
Frederick. Perhaps we ſhould not be the worſe. 


for it: — among the hoſpitable Arabians, my mother 


would not have been left to ſtarve on the highway. 
 Parſm. Young man, you ſeem to have received an 
education ſuperior to your rank in life. = 
Firederict. For whatever advantages I have, I am 


indebted to my mother. — Vou are now to hear the 


reafons why my conſcience does not arraign me.— 
"> TE 


2 
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The judge delivers his verdict according to the dead 
letter of the law z the prieſt ſhould inveſtigate the 


motives of the action, and judge accordingly. In 
this way the judge would find me guilty, but you 
would declare me innocent. ls it a virtue in him, 


who has juſt fed on the moſt luxurious viands, not 
to ſteal his neighbours coarſe bread ? 


Parſon. Well, Sir, for argument ſake, I will admit 


all you have ſaid. Let it be granted chat, under ſuch 

_ peculiar circumſtances, you were juſtified in taking 

by force, what was not given to you ;==will it alſo 
excuſe your attempt to murder? | 

Frederick. To murder? no, no But 1 was only 


the humble inſtrument of a higher Power acting 


within me.—Of a chain of facts, you ſee but one 


link; nor can I let you ſee the whole of it.— I, there- 
fore, have no excuſe,—T ſhall meet my fate with 
calmneſs, convinced that a higher Power has written 
with my blood, the attainment of an higher aim, in 


the book of deſtiny. 


_ Parſon. It will be well worth my white, extraor- 
dinar y young man, to get better acquainted with you, 
and to give to ſome of your principles, perhaps, a 


better turn. If your affairs will permit you to ſtay 
a few weeks with me, I ſhall be happy in your com- 
pany.— 1 will alſo take your ſick mother into my 
| houſe. 


Frederick. (embracing him) For my mother, I 


thank you :—for mj ſelf, you ſce I am a priſoner, that 
muſt ſoon mect his fate.— The ſhort delays which the 


formalities 


- 
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formalities of the Jaw, will give me, you may Mrs 
what uſe of you pleaſe. 

Parſon. You are miſtaken: Providence has placed 
you in the hands of a man, who is noble enough to 
honour your filial love, to pity your condition, and 
to forgive you what 1s paſt.— Vou are free ! He 
ſends me to tell you ſo, and, after ſome friendly ad- 
motions to ſet you at liberty. 

Frederick. May 1 aſk the name of this generous 
man? 

Parſen. It is the baron Wildenhain. 


Frederick, Baron Wildenhain? (anxion 2 Did 


he not once live in Franconia. 

Parſm. He did; but ſince the death of bis lady, 
he is returned to his native eſtate. 
Frederick. And the amiable young lady, who was 
Here before you came ?— 

Parſon. Is the lady Amelia, his daughter ? 

Frederick, One queſtion more. The young per- 
fumed gentleman, who was in his company when 
courſing, is, I ſuppoſe, his ſon? _ 

Parſon. He has no ſon. 


Frederick, (haftily) By the eternal God he has! 
( recolleting him/elf) T mean him who was with him 


when courſing. | 

Parſon, He is not his ſon. 

Frederick. (aſide) Thank heaven! 

Parſm. He is only here on a viſit. 

Frederick. I thank you for your information. 
indifferent as it may appear to you, it is of the great- 
clt 
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eſt conſequence to me. But, above all, I thank you 


for what you have done for me. I am ſorry I cannot 
offer you my friendſhip in return; but friendſhip, 
you know, ſuppoſes equality of perſons. 

Parſon. Friendſhip, like love, will either find or 
make equals, _ 

Frederick. No, my dear Sir, let Love alone be that 
conjuror. But one requeſt more ring metobaron 
Wildenhain himſelf, and procure me a private audi- 
ence of only a few minutes with him. I am anxious 
to return him my thanks. — But ſhould 1 attempt to 
do it in the preſence of other perſons, I ſhould be at 


a loſs to deliver the ſentiments of my heart; and that 
I with to do. 


Parſon. Then, follow me! 
[Exeunt Frederick and the obo aa 


SCENE il. An dyariment in the Houſy of the 
„„ x; GOLONEL: 


The CoLONEL fitting upon a Chair ſmoking, — A ME- 
LIA ſtanding near and in Converſation with him. — 


The CounT upor the Sofa, alternately handling his 


Snuff Bax, and a Bottle of Scents, 


Colonel. No, no, child, not now: in che evening 
we will all go there together. 

Amelia. But to be benevolent, is ſo ſweet a taſk, 
that I ſhould envy a ſervant who went for me.—Be- 
nevolence gives joy, and joy is a thing for which 
none of us are in too exalted a ſtation, = 


Colonel 
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' Colonel. Why do you talk of too exalted a ſlation. 
Such fooliſh obſervations will make me angry. I tell. 
you, I have ſent there myſelf, and the woman is bens 
better. In the evening, we will all go to the village; — 
and Mr. Ehrmann ſhall be of the party. 
Amelia. Well, even as you pleaſe. ( ſits down and 
takes up ſome needlework ) 
 Colmel. (to the Count) You will be of the party, 
Count? 
Count, Men Ae pas, mon Colonel. The douceurs 
and la bonte dame de Madamoiſclle will delight me. 
But ſuppoſe the poor creature in the cottage has an 
_ Infectious fever. Mais. I am in poſſeſſion of an ex- 
cellent and incomparable vinaigre againſt infection. 
We will prevent any danger with that. 
Colonel. If you pleaſe, Count: We have no better 
means of paſling away your time than amuſements of 


* 


We this kind, 


Count. To paſs away my time ? O, mon Colonel, 1 
could wiſh to paſs my time only in the heart of 
Mademoiſelle, your amiable daughter. 

Cilonel. You are very polite, Count ;—Amelia, re- 
turn your thanks. 

Amelia, 1 thank you, Count. (cur riſing) 

Count. (bows affeftedly). 


Ceilonel. But tell me, Count, how long did you 
continue in France? 


| Count, O mon Colonel, you rip up an old wound. 
My father had the cruelty to refuſe me a thouſand 

tours, which I had deſtined for my expences there. 
he JF But 
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But in ſpite of his refuſal I ſhould have ſtaid ſome 
months in that ſeat of pleaſure, had it not been for a 
particular, accident. 


Colonel. An affair of honour, no doubt ? 
Count. Point du tout. Paris was no longer a place 


for a nobleman. You have undoubtedly heard of 


the revolution! All Europe talks of it. Eh bien, 
emaginez vous! I am at Paris; I paſs the palais 
royal; I am ignorant of what is going forward. 


Tout d'un coup, 1 ſee myſelf ſurrounded by la Cana lle. 


They inſult me I afk get c que ca? The fact 
was, I had no cockade:—do you underſtand me ?—no 
national cockade. I cry out, que je {is Comte du Saint 
Empire! What do they do, but buffet me? and 
a naſty hog of a poiſſarde was impudent enough to fil- 


lip my noiſe: nay, ſome fellows led me to a lanterne. 
What do you ſay now? What would you have done 


a ma place? I threw myſelf as quick as poſſible into 
a poſt-chaiſe, and haſtened to croſs the Barriers. 
Hoila to..t lt is a fad hiſtory; but ſtill I regret the 


delicious moments 1 ſpent in that capitale du monde. 


And I muſt confeſs, though I continued but a few 
months at Paris, that mon ſavoir vivie, ma 2 formation, 
mon pli, tout eff Frangois. | 
Colonel. That is not my buſineſs to find out; but 
your language, at leaſt, is by no means native. 
Count. O mon Colonel + / you pay me a great com- 
pliment. 

Colonel. If you lk to take it ſo. 


| Count. So all my ſeins were not q pure perte. 5 
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have taken all the pains in my power, for five years, 
entirely to forget my native language. What is your 
opinion, my lady? (to Amelia) Is not our native 
language totally deſtitute of every grace? and only 
to be endured when it comes from ſo graceful a 
mouth as yours? A man is going, VII ſuppoſe, to 


make a declaration d'amour he intends a chef 


4 euvre—Mark me well—He has ſtudied his ſpeech 
—Helas ! he has hardly uttered a dozen words be- 
fore his tongue is at a ſtand—his teeth turned pole 


mtle,—and his gums at variance with his throat. If 


you do not immediately ſend a dozen French words 


after them, to put things in order, you run the riſk 


of loſing the faculty of ſpeech altogether. Et con- 
venez, madamoiſelle, that it cannot be otherwiſe, be- 
cauſe we have not thoſe celebres genies, by whom 
the national taſte is purified. I know, that nous 
nous piquons aujourd'hui du bon gout, de la lecture, des 


belles lettres; and one Monſieur Wieland has got 
| great credit by ſome tales tranſlated from the mille et 


une nuits. Mais, mon Dieu, the original is always 
French. e 
Colonel. But tell me, Count, why you take ſnuff, 


and apply your noſe to your ſmelling bottle every 
minute? You perfume the whole room, and make 
the very air we breathe foul. 


Count. Pardonnez moi, mon Colonel; but, it muſt 


be confeſſed, that the ſmoke of your tobacco is inſup- 


portable: my whole nervous ſyſtem is affected by it 
—my cloaths will want airing for a month—and, I 
allure 
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allure you, non Colonel, even the hair, the very hair, 
attracts the filthy ſmell. Theſe things might eaſily 
be pardoned in thoſe Meſſieurs de militaires, who, 
having no occaſion for good manners, will never learn 
le bon ton du monde. Cependant, it is impoſſible to 
bear the horrid ſtench any longer. Vous wexcuſerez, 
mon Colonel, J am going to ſnuff the freſh air, and 
change my cloaths. Exit Count. 

Colonel. Bravo! I have now found out a way, my 
dear Count, to get rid of you whenever I pleaſe. 

Amelia. My dear father! I could not marry ſuch a 
coxcomb. : 

Colonel. Nor would I have ſuch a ſon-in-law. 

Amelia. I can't endure him, 

Colanel. Nor I. 

Amelia. Who can help it! 
Colonel. Nobody. 


Amelia. Love comes and goes wherever it pleaſes. 


Colonel. It does. 


Amelia. We frequently do not know why \ we love 


or hate. 
Colonel. 8 indeed. 
Amelia. Nevertheleſs there are ſometimes motives 
for affection and diſlike. 
Colonel. T rue, child. 
Amelia. For inſtance, my d {like to the Count. 
Colonel. Ves. 
Amelia. And my en for our parſon 
Colonel. Very juſt, Amelia, 


Amelia, ( after a pauſe) 1 wiſh I were married. 


= PL, Colonel 


No repetition of the tales of Abelard and or 
Saint Preux and Julia. It will not do, I tell you 


ſuch a thing. 
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e Vou will be in time. 5 
Amelia. (after another pauſe ) What can be the 
reaſon why Mr. Ehrmann does not marry ? 
Colonel. That he may tell you himſelf. 
Amelia. (after a pauſe) He loves me. 
Clone), I am glad of it. 
Amelia. And I love him. 
C-/onel. 1 am glad of that too. 
Amelia. (pauſing) 1 think, father, if you were to 
offer him my hand, he would not refuſe it. 
Colonel. So I think too. 
Amelia. And I ſhould like to obey him. 
Colonel. (more attentively) Should you? 
Amelia. O yes ; 
Colonel. Well, we ſhall ſee— 
Amelia, Are you ſerious, = father! 
Colonel, No. 
Amelia. (ſigbing) No? 
C:lonel. No, Amelia: ſuch a match cannot be. 


and Ehrmann himſelf is too noble· minded to attempt 


Ame ia. You are his benefactor. 

Colonel At leaſt he calls me ſo. 

Amelia. It would be but juſt in him, then, to ren- 
der the daughter of his benefactor, happy. 

C hnel. But when this daughter is a child, and 
has childiſh whims, and wiſhes to day for a doll, : 
which ſhe would throw away to-morrow. 


Amelia. 
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| Amelia. Indeed, father, I am not ſuch a child. 


Cole), Hear me, Amelia! Many a father would 


talk to you of your rank, and tell you, you mult be 

married to a nobleman ; but that is not the language 
I hold out to you, —I will not ſacrifice my child to 
my caprice. A woman can never deſerve. and, there- 


fore, ought not to be proud of what we call, nobility, 


Amelia. And the concluſion of all this 
Colonel. Is, that you ſhall have my permĩſſion to 


marry Mr. Ehrmann if you can find no one among 


our young nobility whom you could love for his ta- 
lents and virtues. But, ſurely, there are ſome among 
them, perhaps many, who are deſerving of your re- 


gard, though you do not yet know them. Wait till 


next winter, when we will go up to town, frequent 
balls and aſſemblies, and then you may find a man to 
your liking. 


Amelia. You ſpeak of thoſe, my father, with whom 
I am ſtill unacquainted. How eaſily may I be de- 


ceived? Mr, Ehrmann I have known theſe eight or 
nine years,—I know him well—his heart is as fami- 
| liar to me as my catechiſra. | 

Colonel. You have never yet, Amelia, been in love. 
Ehrmann educated you; and you miſtake gratitude 


for love: you do not, at preſent, know what love 


is. 
Amelia. Did you not teach me, this morning? 


Colonel. Did 1 ? Tt is drag I aſked ſome queſ- 


tions— 


Amelia. Which fitted as exactly for Mr. Ehrmann, 


as if you had read my whole heart. Colonel. 
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Colonel. Indeed? 
Amelia. For J love, and am beloved. 
Colonel. Are you! ? did he tell you ſo ? 
Amelia. Yes. 
Colonel. Fie | that was wrong. 
Amelia. O, did you know how I took Wm by ſur- 
priſe ? 
| Colonel. You took him by ſurpriſe ?_ 
Amelia. He came, by your orders, to ſpeak to me 
about the Count, when I told him plainly, I never 
would conſent to marry that fool. 
Colonel. But — him: 
Amelia. Ves, him. 
Cylenel. Well ſaid, upon my | 1 ?—What re- 
ply did he make ? 
Amelia. He talked a great deal of my e 
fümiy- 80 of the duty he owed to you :—in ſhort, 
he ſaid every thing he could, to perſuade me to aban- 
don fo impracticable an idea; but my heart was not to 
be perſuaded. _ 
Colonel. Well, 1 highly approve of his 3 
He certainly will not ſay a word to me about it ? 
Amelia. No: that, he ſays, is impoſſible. 
Colonel. So much the better: for then I may be 
ſuppoſed to be ignorant of it altogether, 
Amelia. But J told him I would ſpeak to you : — 
Colonel. So much the worſe.—Y ou perplex me e very 
much. 
Amelia. And now 1 really do ſpeak to you, 
Colonel. Sol hear, 


 Amelis, 


Amelia. My dear father 
Colonel. My dear Amelia ! 
Amelia. Look tears come into my eyes 

Colonel. Prevent their coming. 

Amelia. (gets up, as if looking for ſomething ). 

Colonel. What are you in ſearch of? 

Amelia. My needle, 

Colonel. ( puſhes back his chair, and, loops, as if to af= 
/, t her to look for it) It cannot be far off. 

Amelia. (hanging on her father's neck) O my fa- 
ther, my dear, good father | 

Colonel. What ails you, Amelia ? 

Amelia. Give me your conſent. | 

Colonel. Let me alone, child; you wet my cheeks 
with your tears. 

Amelia, | never {hall love, n never be happy with, ,any 
other man. 

Colonel. Mere childiſh expreſſions | Amelia, be a 
good girl: Come, fit down :—we will talk of it an- 
other time. You cannot be in haſte ?—Theſe things 
are not to be decided in a moment: the knot is tied 
in the twinkling of an eye, but it holds for life. Many 

a girl has ſhed one tear, becauſe her lover was refuſed 
her; and, thouſands, afterwards, becauſe ſhe had him. 
For the firſt time, you have unburthened your own | 
heart, and laid the load upon tha: of your father, who, 
for your ſake, will bear it with patience. Time, I 
truſt, will heal your wounds ; but If it will not—you : 
muſt e en ſend for your phyſician. - 4 

Amelia. O my good father ! (with a mixture f 

gratitude and joy) . Colonel. 


EA 
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Colonel. Your mother would not have been quite 
ſo good: — he was too proud of her anceſtry, and 
Vas ever boaſting of her ſixteen generations of pure 
unſullied nobility. | 
Enter the Pansox. 
Colonel You come, moſt opportunely, Sir. 

Parſon. According to your orders, my lord, T bave 
releaſed the priſoner, who is now in the anti-chamber, 
and begs to return you his thanks pe ſonally. 
Colonel I ſhall be glad to fee him. Were I to 

diſmiſs him without giving him money, I ſhould do 
what I intend, but by halves. 

Parſon. He particularly 8 8 to ſpeak with you : 
in private. 

Colonel. Why in private ? 

Parſon. He pretends baſhfulneſs; but, I believe, 5 

he has ſome diſcovery to make to you. a 

Colonel. Amelia, go with Mr. Ehrmann into the 

next room.! will preſently tell you ſomething, that 

will be intereſting to both of you. | 
 [Exeunt Amelia and the 295 


Enter FREDERICK, | 


Colonel. Go your way, with the bleſing of 
Heaven, my friend :—you are free. I have enquired © 
after your mother, who is recovering. For her 
ſake, I forgive you; but do not attempt the ſame 
thing again,——Robbing is a bad trade.— Take this 
louis-Ador, and try to live honeſtly. If you behave 
well, my door and my purſe ſhall always be open 
| to 
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to you. Now, God's blefling be with you, young 
man | | e 

Fredericl. { taking the * d'or) Vou are very 
generous, my lord: you give m2 money, and are 
not ſparing of good advice. But I deſire your help 
in a matter of much greater moment. Toi are a 
powerful man: — aid me, then, to bring to Jane an 
unnatural father. | 

Colmet. How Who is your father ? 

Frederick. (ſarcaſtically) O, he is a great Baron, 
of a large eſtate—eſteemed at court, reſpsted in the 
capital, and honoured in the country. Above all, he 
is benevolent, honeſt, and brave. 

_ Colonel. And yet ſufFzrs his ſon to be in want? 

Frederick. And yet ſuffers his ſon to be in want. 

Colonel. Perhaps, my friend, you have deſerved it: 


you may have been wild, laſcivious a ſpendthrift, 
a gameſter? Such things are ;—and your father may 


think it prudent to let you march behind the drum 
for a few years. — The ſound of the drum, is an ex- 
cellent ſpecific in ſuch caſes; and if this be your 


_ eaſe, I am far from diſapproving your father's con- 


duct. 5 
| Frederick. So far from that, my lord, he does not 
ſo much as know me. He abandoned me, even in 
my mother's womb. 35 
Colonel. What? 


Frederick. The tears of my mother were all the 
wealth he left me.—He has never enquired after me 


never taken the leaſt trouble about me, 
| MM Cilone 
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Colonel. Monſter ! 

Frederick. J am a Child of Love. My poor, ſe- 
duced mother, has reared me in the midſt of grief and 
ſorrow.—She has, however, by labouring hard, af- 
forded as much as was neceſſary to give me ſome edu- 
cation ; and I, therefore, conſider myſelf worthy the 
regard of a father, who would be deſerving of ſuch a 
ſon. But, alas! this is no concern of his; and his 
conſcience ſuffers him to continue regardleſs of the 
fate of his unhappy child. 

| Colonel. Regardleſs ?—That cannot be. 

Frederick, When I was grown up, I had no other 
means of relieving my mother, than going into- the 
army, baſtards being precluded every other 2 8 
5 feſſion. | 

Colonel. Unfortunate young man 1 

Frederick. Nature has made ſorrow and grief the 
companions of age, and beſtowed chearfulneſs on 
youth, to prepare it for the ſufferings of declining 
years. I never knew chearfulneſs.— My enjoyments 
have been the hard fare of a common ſoldier, and the 
ſeverity of the ſerjeant into the bargain. But what 
is this to my father? His table is covered with 
plenty; and he laughs at the e of con- 
ſcience. | 

Colonel. (afide) His ſtory touches me, 
Frederict. After an abſence of five years, I return 
| this very day to my native country, full of ſweet filial 
dreams, and find my poor mother almoſt ſtarved to 
death, with not ſo much as a bundle of ſtray to re- 


poſe 


ah her head on, or a roof to ſhelter her from the 
changes of the ſeaſons. Not one charitable being near 
her, to cloſe her eyes, nor even a ſpot of earth to die 
on in peace.—But what is all this to my father ?—He 
has an elegant country-houſe amply furniſhed with all 
the luxuries of life, and when he dies, the prieſt 


will exalt his chriſtian-like virtues in a funeral 


ſermon. 
Colonel. Tell me, young man, what is the name of 
your father ? 


Frederick. That he has by falſhood deceived an in- 
nocent and unwary girl—that he has given exiſtence 


to an unhappy being, who curſes him---that he has 


almoſt made his own ſon a parricide ;---all theſe horri- 
ble crimes are trifles to be atoned for before the Su- 
preme Judge of man, by a piece of gold—like that! 
(throwing the louis d'or at the feet of the n ) 

Colonel. Who is thy father! . 

Frederick. You! _ 

Colonel. (covers his face with his hands, and fangs 


ſpeechleſs.) 
Frederick. (in great emotion) In this houſe, perhaps 


in this very room, you betrayed the innocence of my 
m dthe, andto render her miſery complete, begdt a 


ſon. Now, Sir, I am again your priſoner—I will be 
your priſoner—I am a robber—l accuſe myſelf—Let 
jiuſtice have its way. You ſhall attend my execu- 

_ tion—ſhall ſee how vainly the miniſters of religion will 
endeavour to give me comfort—ſhall kear how my laſt 


deſpairing words will curſe you. Then come, and 
M 2 „ 
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ſtand near me, when: my head is ſevered off, that my a 


blood, nay, thine own blood, may beſprinkle ce 8 
garments,— 


Colonel. Silence, I entreat you | 
Frederick. And on your return from the ſcaffold, you - 


' ſhall find my mother breathing her laſt. 


Colonel. Leave off, monſter ! 
| Enter the PARSON, haſtily. 


PF Parſon. What is the matter here? I hear a vio- 
lent altercation, * oung man, what have you dared 


to do? 


Frederick. J have dared far. 2 moment to do your 
balinefs, Sir, T have ſhook the ſinner! Look there, 
and ſee how a moment's luſt is puniſhed after twenty- 
one years. I am a robber, Sir, and a murderer; but 


What I now feel is the bliſs of heaven compared with 
what that guilty man endures. Now let juſtice have 
its s courfe, that my blood may witneſs againſt him. 


[Exit Frederick. 
Parkin. For God's ſake, my Lord, what 1s the 


matter? I am all aſtoniſhment. 


Colonel. He is my fon, Sir; he is my ſon! Al 


me! Adviſe me! Haſte and fetch the ſick woman 


from the village. Francis will ſhew you the houſe. 


Gn go! 


Parſon, What can I ſay to her: 
Colonel. O God of Heaven, your own heart af 


[Exit the Parſon, 
Coroxx L 
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| CoLONEL alone. 
Do I dream? or have I not a ſon—a good brave 
youth? But yet I have not embraced him. Ru- 
veg 
Euter RUDOLPH, 
Colonel, Where is he? 
Rudolph. Who? the robber? 
Colonel. Villain, no ! the youug man who was 
.- Here? ; 
Rudolph. He has ſent for the jailor. 
Colonel. Kick the jailor down ſtairs when he comes, 
Let no one dare to lay hands on him. 
| Rudolph. Very well, my Lord. (going.) 
Colonel. Rudolph ! 
Rudolph. My Lord. 


Colonel. Show him into the green room next the | 


dining parlour, and attend his orders. 
Rudolph. You will be pleaſed to recollect, my Lord, 
that Count Vondermulde lodges in that room, 


Colonel. Turn the Count out, and let him go to 
the devil. (walking up and down the lage.) [Exit 


Rudolph.) 1 now do not want a ſon in law: have a 
ſon—a ſon who will preſerve my name to poſterity—a 


ſon in whoſe arms I will die. Yes, I will make 
atonement for every thing. I will not be aſhamed 
of doing right. 1 will ſhew all my tenants that 
though I could forget, [ cannot forſake, a child. 
Rudolph ! 

_ Rudolph, My Lord. 


Colonel. Let him come in; ; intreat him to come 


ns 
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in; and let all who are in the antichamber come in 


with him. [Exit Rudolph. 


Colonel. How little have J merited this bliſs ! 
Euter FREDERICK, attended by Servants. 
Colonel. He comes! My fon! my fon! (embraces 


1 [ The curtain drops. 


THE END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


AC v. 


SCENE I.—In/ide of the peaſant's cottage, the ſame as 


in the ſecond att. 


Wilbelmina. 1 pray you EO + and ſee whether he re- 


turns or not. 


Peaſant, I am juſt © come in from the road, where I 
have been looking backwards and forwards, but no 


body was to be ſeen. 
_ Fife. Baveonly a moment's patience ;—God knows 
where he is running for you. | 


Peaſant, No doubt, he is gone up to the town. 

Wife. There he will not get much ;—townsfolks are 
very hard hearted. 

Wilhelmina. But pray, go once more, and lee whe- 


ther he is coming now. 


Peaſant. I will. (Exit Peaſant. 

Wife. Did your ſon know what Providence has 
ſent you, in the mean time, he would haſten his 
return. 

' Wilbelmina. How great is my anxiety ! 

Wife. How can you ſay that, when you have ſuch 
a ſum of money in your poſſeſſion? You have no 


cauſe for anxiety now: the money was honeſtly come 


by. 


now been gone four hours ;—ſome accident mult ſure 
have befallen him — 
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IVife. Do not be alarmed : how can an accident 
befal him? You ſee it is the middle of the day: take 
comfort :—at night we will have a good ſupper : the 

money you have will laſt you a long time, and pro- 
cure you many a happy day,—You will now allow that 
our lord is a very good man? 

IVilbelmina. How could he know that I was here ? 

Wife. God only knows FOI Mr. Francis was ſo 


myſterious. 


Wilhelmina. Is it -offible he can know me -O yes, 


he knows me well. —How could he elſe have ſent fo 
large a ſum? 

Mie. ] do not believe that he knows you; but the 
Baron exerciſes a general benevolence towards all, 
whether known to him or not. 

Enter the PEASANT ( ſcratch: ng his bees); 

Wilhelmina, Well, what now ! 

Peaſant. Nothing. | 

Wilhelmina, Gracious God | where will my miſe- 
ries end.? 

Peaſant. Our parſon is coming. 

Milbelmina. Here? 

Peaſant. ] ſuppoſe ſo: few weeks paſs but he calls. 
Wife. O yes, he often calls, and aſks how things go 
on, and how people live together. If they are at va- 
riance, he makes them friends: if they are in want, he 
relieves them. Do you recollect, huſband, when poor 
Michael's cow fell dead ? 

Peaſant. I do:—he gave him the beſt of his own. 
Wife. Well, heaven” s blefling be on him 


L ater 
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Enter the Pak SON. 


Parſon. Peace be with you, my children! 


| EY, Sir, we kindly thank you. 


Peaſant. We are glad to ſee you here. 
Wife. (Bringing a chair, which ſhe wipes with och 
apron,) Sit down, I pray you, vir. 


Peaſant, The weather is hot; I will tetch you 
ſomething to drink, 


IWife. Or ſome ripe pears. 


Parſon, Good people, I thank vou Von have a 
viſitor here ? 


Peaſant. Yes, Sir, a poor lick woman [ took in from 
the high road. 


Parſon, God will reward you for your charity. 


Peaſant. J have already received my reward—I am | 


as cheerful to-day as if we had church-maſs. Is it not 
fo, Betty? 


Wife. Aye, truly, is it. | LR 
Parſon. (to W Ubelnina)—May I aſk You, Madam; 


who you are? "i 


Wilhelmina. I am, alas but I couli wiſh to ſpeak 
with you alone, 

Parſon. (to the peaſants.) Be ſo Dat, my friends, as 
to let me ſpeak in private with your gueſt. 

Peaſant. Hark ye, Betty! come along with me. 


rExeunt Peaſant and Wi ifts 
Parſon. Now, Madam, we are alone, 


 Wilhemina, Before I tell you, Sir, who I am, and 
N | have 


: L « 1 Ps 2 


3 = 
2 - ley m9 a — 
— —— — 
— — 
3 


5 LOVERS VOWS. 


have been, permit me to alk you ſome queſtions Are 


you a native of this country ? 


Parſon. No: I was born in Franconia. 
Wilhelmina. Did you know your predeceſſor in 
office? F 
Parſon. I did not. 
Wilhelmina. You are then entirely unacquainted 
with my hiſtory ? and it is by mere chance that you 


came here? 


Parſon. If T find that you are the perſon for whom 


Ifo long have ſought—I am not entirely unacquainted 


with your hiſtory :---I think you are the perſon. 
MWilbelmina. Y ow have then long ſought for me, 
and think I am the perſon ? By whos order did you 


ſeek after me? 


Parſon. By the order of one who intereſts himſelf 


much in your fate. 


Milbelmina. Indeed And for whom, I 1 br you, 


Sir, do you take me ? 


Parſon. F or Wilhelmina Boettcher. | 
Wilhelmina, Yes, Sir, I am that unhappy woman 


the ſeduced Wilhelmina Boettcher; and the man who 


preſumes to intereſt himſelf in my fate, is Baron Wil- 


denhain—Baron Wildenhain, the robber of my inno- 


cence, the cauſe of my father's death.---He, who has 


abandoned me and my child—hzs child---to miſery and 
want theſe twenty years, now thinks to atone for his 


guilt by this purſe of gold—(fewing him the purſe.) 
Now, Sir, you may be here for what purpoſe you 


 pleaſe—to humiliate me ſtill farther, to aſſiſt me, or 


to 


to tell me, that I muſt leave this neighbourhood, leſt 
the ſight of me, ſhould upbraid this wicked man 

T have, Sir, but one thing to beg of you—to take back 
to the man, who has robbed me of all moſt dear, this 
purſe ; and tell him, my virtue was not to be pur- 
chaſed for gold: The peace of my mind, was above } 
any price; nor could gold avert one curſe of my | 
dying father. —Tell him, the poor, the wretched ö 
Wilhelmina, was even in her deepeſt diſtreſs, too ex- x 
alted to accept of benefits from the man, who was her i 
ruin. We can have no farther intercourſe. —He has = 
diſdained my heart; I ſcorn his gold. —He has 
trampled me under his feet ; I trample his gold under 


mine; (trampling the purſe under her feet )—But tell = 

him, at the ſame time, that he has nought to appre- i 

hend from me. Let him be as chearful as he has 1 

been theſe twenty years paſt :—No ſight of me ſhall 1 

| diſturb him. As ſoon as I recover my ſtrength, 1 9 
will leave this neighbourhood, where the name of 4 

Wildenhain, and the grave of my father, would diſ- ; fi 


turb my peace.— Tell him alſo, I did not know that 
he was returned from Franconia—lT really knew it 
not: aſſure him of that, or he may think Icamehere, 
to throw myſelf in his way. —But, no: — e dares A 
not thus ſuſpe& me. (panting with indignation) Lou 
ſee, Sir, that your preſence, and my agitation, have 
exhauſted my ſtrength: I have nothing more to tell 
you; nor can the man who fent you, have much to 
tell me. (with bitterneſs) One thing, indeed he 
N 2 . might 
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might—Tt came perhaps to the Baron's recollection, 
that he once knelt at my feet that he promiſed me 


marriage — that he called on Almighty God to 


witneſs his vows, — and ſolemnly pledged his honour— 


Ha ha! ha !— (with a convulſed laugh ) But let him | 


not be diſturbed: I, for theſe many years, have ba- 


niſhed theſe things from my remembrance, 


Parſon. J have not interrupted you, madam, that I 
might acquaint myſelf generally with your ſentiments, 
and particularly with reſpect to the Baron. You 


was not prepared for what you have faid; and there- 
fore I cannot doubt, but what you ſpoke, was the 
5 over-flowing of your heart. I am glad to have found 
in you, a woman endowed with a mind worthy of 


that atonement, which a man, noble and generous 
as yourſelf, can offer; and moſt willingly do J re- 


move an error which gave, perhaps, occaſion for 
more bitterneſs againſt the Baron, than you ever be- 


fore had felt. Did he know that the ſick woman in 


this cottage was Wilhelmina Boettcher? and could 


he be ſo baſe as to ſend her only this purſe ?—Then 
he indeed deſerved to fall by the hand of his ſon.— 


But, no; it was not fo.—Look in my face :—my 
profeſſion itſelf demands your confidence; nor have 


I ever been guilty of a falſhood: - By mere accident 
was it, that you became the object of his bounty, 


beſtowed, as he thought, on one unknown to him. 


Wilhelmina. Why, Sir, you will not perſuade me 
that a preſent like this was made to me by mere ac- 
eident 
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eident—To one unknown, a della mi ight, perhaps, be 
ſent by charity—not a purſe filled with gold. 
Parſon. In the common train of events, your 
thoughts are juſt; but the accident was, in a great 
meaſure ſingular. —Y our ſon- | 
Wilhelmina. What? my ſon ?- 


Parſon: Be calm :—A good fon, begging for his 


mother, touched the Baron's heart. 


IWilbelmina. He begged of the e Baron—of his fa- 


ther? 
Parſon. He did but recollect, they were ſtrangers 


to each other and for this ſon's ſake, the mother ob- 


tained the gift. 
Wilhelmina. Where is my fon? 
Parſon. At the Baron's houſe. 
IVilbelmina. And they are ſtrangers to each other? 
Parſon. They were; but now, as the diſcovery 
is made, I am ſent by the Baron not to an un— 
known ſick woman, but to Wilhelmina Boettcher; 5 


—not with gold in my hands, but with orders to 


tell you the dictates of my own heart. | 
Wilhelmina. Of your own heart ? Oh, Sir ! ſpeak 


not in favor of this hard-hearted man: the woman 


may forget what the has ſuffered by him; but let the 


mother have ſome confolation;—and for the thanks 
ot a mother, let him receive the forgivenęſs of the 
woman whom he has wrong'd. How docs my Fre- 
derick? How did he receive him ? 


Parſon. 
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Parſon. I left him in the moment of the diſcovery, 
and in the greateſt agitation Nothing was decided; 
but, I am ſure, this very moment, while we are talk- 
ing of them, they are embracing each other; and my 4 
heart is certain of the truth. | 
Wilhelmina. Again, your heart? How can the 
heart of the Baron be thus chang'd on a ſudden? 
—a heart deaf to the voice of Nature, during twenty 
years! 
Parſon. You wrong him, madam ?! ? Hear me firſt, 
and then judge :—many a crime, briefly named, ap- 
pears at firſt fight worthy to be abhorred. But let 
us weigh all the circumſtances, and not ſtart from the 
firſt to the laſt :—let us poiſe the motives of the cul- 
prit—examine the crime itſelf ; and ſurely, we ſhall 
often be induced, more to excuſe, than condemn, —T 
am far from excuſing the Baron, on the whole ; but I 
will venture to aſſert, that a ſingle bad action does . 
not imply a heart entirely depraved. - Show me the 
man, who boaſts of immaculate virtue ! And if you 
know ſuch a boaſter, do not truſt him: — He is more 
dangerous than a repenting ſinner. Pardon me, if I 
a ſeem to moraliſe to exceſs —I will now tell you the 
= | Baron's hiſtory, Tince he left you.He loved you 
| truly ; and the ſtrong prejudices of his mother, could 
_ alone have prevailed on him, not to have kept his 
l I word immediately, The war called him back to his 
| duty :—he was dangerouſly wounded, and taken pri- 
ſoner was confined a twelve-month to his bed 
98 B33 
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could not write, and did not receive any letters from 


you. This combination of circumſtances, could not 
but weaken the impreſſion, made by you, upon his 
heart : —¶ Wilhelnina turns from him) Nay, here 
me farther :— They carried him thus dangerouſly 
wounded, to the ſeat of a nobleman, equally reſpecta- 
ble for his aMuence and birth, and who was the fa- 


ther of a beautiful daughter—the young lady, touched 


by the ſtory of the young man, attended him like a 
ſiſter ; and ſhed many a fear, which fell not unob- 


ſerved. Thus, by a long continuance of kindneſs 


and gratitude, a knot was tied, which was only diſ- 
ſolved, a few months paſt, by death. Your image, for 


a time, was extinguiſhed in his heart: he left his na- 
tive eſtate, for one in Franconia—became a huſband, 
a father, and lord of the manor. Nothing could 


bring you any more to his recollection, but grief and 


diſſatisfaction with his wife; whoſe ill temper be- 
came known to him too late. Arrogant, choleric, 


capricious, and depraved as ſhe was, ſhe would bear 
no contradiction; and ſeemed to have ſaved her 


huſband's life to no purpoſe, but to deprive him of 


comfort and repoſe. —At that time I entered into his 


houſe, in the quality of preceptor to his daughter, and 


ſoon became his friend: - many a time taking me by 
the hand, he has preſt it to his heart, and ſaid to me, 
© This woman revenges poor Wilhelmina's wrongs.” 
How many times has he, with imprecations, forſworn 
all the wealth of his lady, and deemed it a leſs ſplendid, 
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but infinite more kibpy cordon to dwell with you? 
At laſt, when the eld rector of this place died, and he 
gave me the living, the firſt thing he ſaid to me was, 
Go, dear Ehrmann ] procure intelligence of Wil- 


helmina.“ In every one of his letters, he ſtill re- 


peated to me, © Have you no intelligence of my Wil- 
helmina?'— have his letters ſtill to ſhew you the 


truth of what I tell you; nor was it my fault, that I 
did not ſooner get tidings of you. But Providence 
has deferred them to the preſent > for it preſerved 
you for ſome higher views. 

Wilhelmina. You have touched me y and 
my heart takes my feelings for conviction: But tell 
me—W hat, after all, is to become of me ? 

Parſon. The Baron has not told me what ſatisfac- 
tion he intends to make you: yet the ſatisfaction, 
which is your due, I know but one way to give.— 


When your ftrength, madam, allows you, come 
with me: a coach is ready for you, and the way is 


but ſhort. 


HWilbelmina. Go with you ? and in this dreſs ? 
Parſon. Why not? 


Milbelmina. Shall I go, to > reproach him by my 


wretched appearance? — 


Parſon. Nobly thought . us firſt go to my 
houſe; and my ſiſter will ſupply ”ou with a ſuit of 


her s- 


Wilbelnina And ſha 7 find my ſon there | q 


Parſon. 
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Parſon. Moſt aſſuredly. 5 

Wilhelmina. I will go with you for my ſon's ſake: 
He is the only blooming branch of my hopes ; all the 
reſt are withered :—But where are the good people 
of the houſe? I muſt take my leave of them, and 
thank them.— 

Parſon. (takes up the purſe, and calls at 7 * 
Neighbour John! 

Enter PEASANT and his WIE. 

Peaſant. Here, Sir! 

| Wife. Good God! the woman is on her legs — 
Well, I am very glad of it. 

Parſon. My good friends, I will take this candle. 
woman with me, to my houſe ; there ſhe will be bet- 
ter accommodated. 
Peaſant. Well, Sir, tis true we cannot afford it. 
Wife. We wiſhed we had it in our power to do any 
thing; but our own condition— 

Parſon. You have acted a very charitable part :— 

Let this be your reward, (offers them the purſe.) 
Peaſant. (puts his two thumbs into the buttan-holes of 
his waiſtcoat, and plays with his fingers upon his breaſt; 
then looks at the purſe; and at laſt makes a ſign of 
refuſal.) 


Parſon (offering the purſe to the Wife) Do you then 


take it, mother ? 


Wife. (plays with the corner of ber apron, and Kaul, 


makes the ſame ſign as her huſband.) 


Parſon, What is the matter now 2 
„% Peaſant 
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Peaſant. Do not take it uni, Sir; but we will 
take no money for an act of humanity. 


Wife. Heaven will reward us for it. N her 
eyes to heaven.) 


Parſon. Ves, good woman, (laying bis band upon 


her ſhoulder) Heaven will reward you for the deed. 
God bleſs you! 

Wilhelmina. Receive, at leaſt, my earneſt thanks, 
Peaſant. Tis all we aſk. 

Wife. We did all with a good will. 

Wilhelmina. (/haking bands with them) God bleſs 
you! 

Peaſant. Well, well; I wiſh you better health. 


Fife. And when yp are Fans by, ſometimes 
call upon us :— 


Wilhelmina. ( wipes 1 eyes, takes the Parſon's arm, | 


and ſupports herſelf at the ſame time with her 4 8 ) 
Parſon. God be with you! 


Peaſant, (pulls off his cap and ferapes with bis foot) 


Your humble ſervant, Sir. 
Wife. We thank you for your viſit. 
Both, And hope you will call again ſoon. 


[Exeunt Wilhelmina and Pa on. 


Peaſant, (/aking hands with his wife) Now, Betty, 


do you not think we ſhall have a good now's reſt, to 


night ? 
Wife. Aye, we ſhall lien without rocking. 
[Exeunt the Peaſant and his Wife. 
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SCENE II. A Room in the Colonel's Houſe, 
CoLONEL (on @ ſofa.) 


FRED RIck ( flands near him, laying hold of his hand.) 
Col. So, young man, you have been in battles? 


Well, I fear, had you been brought up as. Frederick 
Wildenhain, you would have been a ſpoil'd child; 
but brought up in hardſhips, as Frederick Boettcher, 
you are grown a brave man. (embracing him.) Doubt- 


leſs you have ſuffered many a hard miſchance, 


allotted to the lower ranks of ſociety ; and the ſpring 
of youth brought forth no roſes for you.---But now it 
is over; and every thing ſhall be changed: you ſhall be 


legitimated, and I will introduce you every where as my 


ſon and heir: Now are you ſatisfied with your father ? 
Frederick, But my mother--- 


Col. She ſhall not be neglected: I tell you, young 


man, your father has large poſſeſſions, and Wilden- 
hain is one of the fineſt eſtates in the country: ſome 
miles diſtant thence is Wellendorf, another of my poſ- 


ſeſſions ; and in Franconia, my wife Heaven reſt her 
ſoul !---has left me three noble eſtates, 

Frederick. But my mother--- 

Col. I was going to tell you :---your mother may 


live where ſhe chooſes : if ſhe likes not Franconia ſhe 
may ſtay at Wellendorf. There is a neat little coun- 


try houſe, a charming garden, a delightful neighbour- 
hood ;- —in a word, a fparadiſe in miniature :---there 


{he will have plenty of every thing ſhe can with : 


nay more, ſhe will enjoy her age with greater plea- 


ſuxe, from what ſhe has ſuffered in her youth. 
ES Fredericł. 
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Frederick. How ! | 

Col. And the diſtance is not great: when we riſe 
early in the morning, and have a fancy to make her 
a viſit, we order our horſes, and in an hour's time 
are there. | 

Frederick, Well, but by what title, name, or 


character, ſhall ſhe be known there? 


Col. How? what? 
Frederick. Shall ſhe be called your houſe-keeper, or 
your unlawful miſtreſs !— 
Colonel. That queſtion indeed 16 HEEER 


Frederick. I underſtand you, Sir, and leave you to 


deliberate at your leiſure : yet one thing I aſſert, and 


confirm it by the moſt ſacred oath—My fate is inſe- 


parable from that of my mother, Either Frederick 
Wildenhain, and Wilhelmina Wildenhain; or Wil- 
helmina Boettcher, and Frederick Boettcher. 


[QE xit Frederict. 


Ct What does he mean "I © cannot mean 


that I ſhould marry his mother! no, no, ſtripling, 
you muſt not dictate to your father. Much as I 


thought to have ſet every thing right, and glad as I 


am to have done ſo, and unburdened my conſcience, 


this youth comes to throw a new ſtumbling-block in 
my path. O conſcience, fain would I call you my 


friend! W hat do you tell me? What is to be done? 
. Enter PARSON. 
une Well, Sir, I am glad you are come: I 


Wiſh to ſpeak to you this moment: - my ages 


and 
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and I are a little at variance, and quarrels of this kind 


3 to your court. 


Parſon. Y our conſcience is in the right. 

Colonel. Softly, Mr. judge, be neither haſty nor 
partial: you do not yet __ the ſubject of our 
quarrel, 
Parſon. Conſcience i is always in the right: for it 
never ſpeaks but in the cauſe of juſtice. 

Colonel. Well ;—but I know not yet whether it 
does really ſpeak or not. You are, Sir, in theſe caſes 
better able to judge than I am: decide then, after 


you have heard me. This is the ſtate of the queſtion : 


I have found a ſon, (laying his hand upon the Par- 


for's ſhoulder ) a youth, noble and amiable—warm like 


a Frenchman, proud like an Engliſhman, and honeſt 
like a German: him I intend to legitimate, Am I 
there in the right ? 


Parſon. By all means. 
Colonel. And his mother ſhall enjoy her latter days 


in all the comfort ſhe can receive. I'll make her a 


preſent of Wellendorf—there ſhe may live as ſhe 
pleaſes---there ſhe may ſee herſelf live again in her fon 
and grand-children.—Am I here too in | the right "XD 
Parſon. By no means. 

Colonel. No ?---W hat elſe can be done? 

Parſon. You muſt marry her, my Lord 

Colonel. Who tells me ſo? 

Parſon, Baron Wildenhain is a man, who does 


nothing without reaſon; I ſtand here to plead for 


conſcience, 
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conſcience :---tell me your reaſons why not, and I will 
tell you why you ſhould marry Wilhelmina, 
Colonel. What, marry a beggar ? 
Parſon. Is that your only objection ? 
Colonel. Oh, I have many more. 
Parſon. Pray let me know them. 
Colonel, 1 am a nobleman, 
Parſon. Well? 
| Colonel. The world would _ at me. 
Parſon. Well? 
Colonel. And ſhrug up their ſhoulders, 
Parſon, Well? | 
Colonel. ee other things equally un- 


| pleaſant. 


Parſon. May I now be allowed to ſpeak 2a, 


one or two queſtions, before I begin: Was the mis- 


conduct of Wilhelmina your inducement to her ſe- 


| duction ? ? 


Colonel. No; ſhe was chaſte as beautiful. 
Parſon. Was it not with * that you con- 


quered her virtue ? 


Colonel. It was with great difficulty. 
Parſon. Did you promiſe to marry her ? 
Colonel. (is ſilent) 
Parſon. Did you promiſe to marry her * 
Colonel, I did. 
| Parſon. And invoke God as 5 witneſs ? 
Colonel. I did. 
Parſon. And ſolemnly pledge your honour? 
Colonel. I did —1 did — (wit / Aron . ) 


Parſon. 
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Parſon. Conſequently, my Lord, your witneſs was 
God, who ſaw you at that time who ſees you now; 
and you have pledged your honour, which you muſt 
redeem, to deſerve the name of nobleman. Protected 
by the dignity of my office, I ſtand before you, and 


have a right to ſpeak to you, as to the loweſt of your 


tenants. My duty is to ſpeak the truth, ſhould I 


even riſk your friendſhip by my words, Have you, 


in the raſhneſs and indiſcretion of youth, ſeduced an 
innocent creature, without thinking of the conſe- 


quences of the fact? and have you afterwards an op- 


portunity of making atonement ? If you avail yourſelf 
of it, you will be ſtill a man, deſerving the eſteem of 


every friend to virtue. But, has a voluptuous youth, 
by his inticements ruined an innocent maiden, robbed 

her of her virtue and happineſs, to ſatisfy the defire 
of a moment ? has he pledged, in his intoxication, his 


word of honour, and ſacrificed his conſcience to his 


luſt? and can he atone for ſuch crimes by a handful] 
of gold thrown into his lap by chance, and which he 


does not deſerve? Pardon my vehemence, my Lord! 


It is well timed, though it may defeat the purpoſe 


which it is meant to ſerve. O ye good old times of 


chivalry! All our virtues, our honeſty, our reſpect for 


females, were buried in your graves : your titles only 


and your duels have you left behind : to conquer virtue 
is now deemed heroiſm, and the boaſt of mirth at our li- 
centious boards ; while the poor vanquiſhed ſufferer, 


overwhelmed with tears, curſes the murderer of her ho- 
nour, and, in pregnancy, harbours the idea of killing the 
| wretched 
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wretched innocent ſhe breeds. Once more, my Lord, 


you muſt keep your word; you muſt marry her, were 
you even a prince :—a prince indeed may be delivered 
from ſuch an obligation by the interference of the ſtate, 
never by his conſcience. Thank God, that you are not 
a prince, and can do as y6uought; can redeem the peace 


of your conſcience, at ſo eaſy a price: but farther ſtill, 


this marriage is not only a ſacrifice to merit, but will 
produce your greateſt happineſs. Little cauſe would 
you have of boaſting, if you could only ſay, Do I not 
perform my duty in marrying Wilhelmina?” But 


now as Wilhelmina brings you a dowry ſuperior to 


that of a princeſs, as ſhe reconciles you to your con- 


ſcience, and brings to you with herſelf an amiable ſon, 


now you may with exultation exclaim, pgs at 5 
me my friends, I marry Wilhelmina.“ 

Colonel. (during the Parſon's ſpe ech diſturbed and 
uneaſy, at laſt ruſhes into his arms,) Congratulate me, 
my friend | for I will marry Wilhelmina. 

Parſon. Sincerely I congratulate you. 
Colonel. Where is ſhe? Have you ſeen her? 
| Parſon. She-is in your houſe : to fave pennen 


I introduced her privately, 


Colonel. Well then, this very evening you ſhall 
marry us. 


Parſon. Nothing in haſte, my Lord—nothing by 


ſtealth : the whole village was witneſs of Wilhelmina's 


ſhame; let it alſo be witneſs of the reſtitution of 


her honour :—let the ceremony be performed in public. 
Colonel. | n with all my heart. 


Parſon, 
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Parſon. And then the whole village will join with 


vou in the celebration of your * — Have 
you any objection? 


Colonel. None, oh, none. 
Parſon. Are you now at peace with your con- 


ſcience ! ? 


Colonel, In perfect peace —but there is yet one 
thing which J fear, like a criminal arraigned before 
an awful tribunal— the firſt interview. | 

Parſon, Oh, fear it not: —the heart of Wilbelmi- b 
na will be your judge. | 

Colonel. Why then ſhould I not confeſs it Vet 
prejudices are like old wounds, which ſmart with the 
change of feaſons :—I am aſhamed of my daughter, 


of the count, of my domeſtics: Would to God the 


ſcene was concluded that I might ſee Wilhelmina, 
and enjoy the moment of her NC me, without | inter- 


ruption n rancis, Fro rancis! — 


Enter FRANcis. 


Culonel. Where are my Tahoe and the Count ? 5 
Francis. In the dining room, my lord. 
Colonel, Tell them to come here. 
[ Exit Francis: 
You, Sir, (to the Parſon ) I pray you, ſtay with 
me, leſt that monkey of a chamberlain ſhould put 


me out of temper. I will tell him the matter con- 


ciſely ; and if he has ſenſe enough, he will order 
: oo his 
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his coach, and go to the devil, with all his pots 4 
pommage. 


\ 


Enter the CounT and AMELIA., 


Count. Nous woici d vos ordres, mon Colonel : We 
have had a delicious promenade : Wildenhain is a 

paradiſe, en mignon ; and poſſes a little Eve ſemblabl 
to that mother of men: Il ne manque qu'un Adam, who 
might take with joy the apple of death from her beau- 


tiful hand: et il &/t trauve cet Adam, il oft trouve ! — 


_ Colonel. Who is found? My Frederick, but not 

Adam. 
Count, Your Frederick ? What Frederick ? 
Colonel, My ſon, my only fon! _ 


Count. Diable—Your fon? mon pere ma dit, that 


you had no fon : — TY 1 


Colonel. Votre Pere could not know it; 1 did not 


know it myſelf a few minutes ago. 
Count. Vous parlex des Enigmes— 


Colonel. In ſhort, that young man, Who attacked 


us, when you was ſo quick in your retreat | 


Count, Oh, Oui, Oui] recollect lonjething about 


it ;'—=Parlz— 


Colonel, Well, that youth, was my fon, 
Count. Plhaw— 


Colonel. (afide to the Parſon ) I really, Sir, a am 


aſham'd of myſelf before that blockhead. 
Parſon. Fie, Sir! a man like you 5 . 


Colonel. FF aloud ) Ves, Count, he 1 is my ſon, q main 


gauche ; 
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gauche; but that is no matter: in a fortnight I 
marry his mother; and if any one dares to ſnow the 
leaſt ſign of mockery, let him beware. — And thou, 
Amelia ! Thou haſt a brother. 

Amelia. (with a graceful accent) Are you in earneſt, 
my father ? 
= Count, What is the name of his mother, pray, and 
her family? 

Colonel. She is but let the parſon tell you. 

Parſon. She is—a beggar. | 

Count. Vous badinez 9-—— 

. Parſon, Her name is Wilhelmina Boettcher 3 ; if 
that concerns you. 

unt. Boettcher? I know no > fach family. - 

Parſon. She belongs to the ſmall family of Honeſty 
and Virtue. 

Cuunt. 1 c 5 un miſalliance— 

| Parſon. Generoſity and Honeſty are going to be 
united with Fidelity and Love: — Lou may call this, 
un meſalliance, if you pleaſe. _ 
Count. One muſt be an dipus, to unriddle all 

this. Un fil naturel? d la bonne heure, mon Colonel; — 

Ven ai auſſi: there are moments when inſtinct leads 
us to a pretty chambermaid: ſuch things are: but 
what is to be done with ſuch children? put them to 
ſome trade, and you have done your duty: — my na- 
tural ſons all are deſtined to be hair-dreſſers. 
Cilonel. But my fon is to be a nobleman, and lord 
ol Wildenhain and Wellendorf, 


P 2 Count, 
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Count. Me 925 Außpefait! — Madam, I one your 
cauſe they are going to ruin you. 

Amelia. Do not trouble yourſelf, 3 on ny. ac- 
count. 


tiere ! 
Amelia. Il me reſte Pamour de mon Pere. ( embrac- 
;ng the Colonel ) 7 e 


Colonel. Bravo, Amelia! give your father a kiſs. 
Count, you will oblige me, if you will leave us alone 
for a moment: a ſcene is going to be performed at 
which you will neither be allowed to laugh, or 
vrhiſtle. | 

Count. De tout mon Cæur: we wave, if I am not 
miſtaken, clair de lune; and 1 ſhall All be able to 
return to town this evening. 


Cylonel. As you pleaſe 


| Counit. A dine vrai, mon Colonel ! I am not come 
to take a valeur de grand chemin, for my brother, nor 


a geuſe for a a mother in lau. Henri. ! Henri! 
| | [Een Count. 
Colonel. (with Anelia ill i in his arms) J have re- 


cover'd my breath; and now, Amelia, one word to 


you: — Tour father, more than twenty years ago, 


ſeduced a young and innocent woman, and gave 


being to a boy, who has been expos'd to miſery ever 
ſince. This deed lay heavy on my heart., You may 


recolle& many a ſorrowful evening, when I fat with 


fix'd eyes in my arm chair, and paid no attention to 


Count, Par dien! la fille unique, I uniqur-Heri- 


your careſſes: at ſuch moments I was ſuffering the 


ſtings 
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ſtings of my conſcience; was feeling how little 8 
my wealth, nay you, my dear Amely, yourſelf, could 
avail me, without the conſciouſneſs of being an honeſt 
man. Now I have found them again—the mother 


and her ſon; and the Parſon, as well as my own 


heart, are of opinion, that I ought to avow them 

publicly as my wife and ſon--W hat is your ee 

Amelia. Can my father aſk me? | 
Colonel. Will the loſs, by which your father re- 


| deems the peace of his mind, be no  ſactihce for you 


to make ? 
Amelia. The lots ? What loſs ? 
Colonel. You was my ſole heireſs. 
Amelia. Oh, my father !— 
Colonel. You loſe two eſtates | 
Amelia. In return for which I ſhall poſſeſs a bro= 
ther's love. 
Colonel. And mine. ( i her ) 
Parſon. (aſide) Why not mine alſo? 
Cylinel. For the victory over one of my prejudices, 
I am indebted to myſelf: for that over the other, to 
you, Ehrmann: a man like you, at once a teacher, 


and an example of virtue, raiſes his rank and condi- 


tion to a level with the higheſt. If all your brethren 
in office were like you—where would not religion 
triumph?—You are a man of noble conduct; I am 


only noble by birth; but ſhall be ſoon above that 


title: my obligations to you are infinite. —Will you, 


my Amelia, take upon you to pay the debt? 


Amelia. 0 looks boſhfully at her father; he quits her 
embrace, 
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FR OY and makes her a ſign to turn to the Parſon 3 ; 
ſhe flies into his arms). 


Parſon. Gracious Heaven my lord! 
$a Not a word, dear Ehrmann. | 
Amelia. (looking with 1 on the Panſon Then 


vou do love me 


Parſon. (in tears, is going to kiſs the ColonePs 


band, who withdrawing it, embraces him.) 


Amelia. O how happy am I! 


Colonel. Now let me for a moment indulge my 
feelings: one thing is till to be done—the moſt af- 


fecting of all: then, dear ſon ! let the laſt rays of the 


ſetting ſun, ſhine on the mp family upon earth. 


Where | is Wilhelmina? 

Parſon, I am going to fetch her. 

Colonel. Stay one moment have ſuffered much, 
and need ſome reſpite. Tnere ſhe will enter the 


. room—there have I frequently ſeen her enter from 


the chamber of my mother :—then ſhe was ſmiling : 


how ſhall I now endure her frown ?—F rederick ſhall 
| aſſiſt me — Where is Frederick * 


Enter Faancus, 


Francis. In his chamber, my 10rd. 


Colonel. Bid him come here. (to the Parſon) Now 


w am prepared—bring her to my arms 


[ Exit the Parſon, who re-enters ſupporting. Wi — 


| Zelt. 
Colonel, (embracing her Beeehlo ). T6 
Wilhelmina. (half fwooning) 
| | | 5 ; Colonel, 


1 
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Colonel. ( kneeling at her feet) Do you know me, 
Wilhelmina? do you remember my voice ? 


MWilbelmina. (weak, but tenderly) Wildenhain! 


Colanel. And will you forgive me ? 
Wilhelmina. O yes, yes | n 


Enter be and AMELIA. 


Prederick. (as be enters) The voice of my mo- 
ther? ah, father | mother! (filling the group) | 

Parſon. (raiſes his eyes to Heaven ). 

Amelia. (leaning on the Parſon, and wiping away 
ber tears.) hs 1 


| L The Curtain drops, 


THE END. 
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